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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


UKE, Father to Silvia. 


Valentine, 
Protheus, 


Anthonio, Tal her 4o Protheus. 
Thurio, a ſooliſb Rival to Valentine. 


5 the two Gentlemen. 


Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in ber Eſcape, | 


Hoſt, ⁊cbere Julia lodges, 
Out- laws «with Valentine. 


Speed, à clowniſh Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, tbe like to Protheus. 
Panthion, Servant to Anthonio. 


Julia, beloved of Protheus. 
Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 


Lucetta, IPaiting-woman to Julia, 


T rath 
Jo lee 
Than, 
Wear 
But fit 
Even 


23-22" 8- 1 W-0 


GENTLEMEN 


OF 


„ER O NA. 


C, 


KSL CENE LI 


Enter Valentine and Protheus. 


VALENTINE, 


EASE to perſuade, my loving Protheus 


Home keeping Youth have ever homely 
Wits; 


Days, | 
To the ſweet Glances of thy honour'd- 
Love, 
I rather wou'd intreat thy Company, 
Jo fee the wonders of the World abroad, 
Than, living dully Quggardrz'd at home, 
Wear out thy Youth wich ſhapeleis Idleneſs. 
But fince thou lov'ſt, love itil}, and thrive therein, 
Even as I would waen I to love begin. 


A 3 Fro. 


Wer't not Affection chains thy tender 
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Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, adieu; 
Think on thy Protheus, when thou haply ſeeſt 
Some rare Note-worthy Object in thy "Travel : 
Wiſh me Partaker in thy Happineſs 


When thou doſt meet good Hap ; and in thy Danger, 


If ever Danger do environ thee, 
Commend thy Grievance to my holy Prayers; 
For I will be thy Bead's-man, Valentine. 

Val. And on a Love-book pray for my Succeſ: ? 

Pro, Upon ſome Book I love I'll pray for thee. 

Val. That's on ſome ſhallow Story of deep Love, 
How young Leander crois'd the Helleſpont. 

Pro. That's a deep Story of a deeper Love; 

For he was more than over Shoes in Love. 

Val. Tis true; for you are over Boots in Love, 
And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont. 

Pro. Over the Boots? Nay, give me not the Boots, 

Kal. No, I will not; for it boots thee not. 

Pro. What? 

Val. To be in Love, where Sccrn is bought with Groans, 
Coy Looks, with heart- ſore Sighs; one fading Moment's 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious Nights, [ Minh, 
If haply won, perhaps an hapleſs Gain: 

If loſt, why then a grievous Labour won ; 
However, but a Folly bought with Wit, 
Or elfe a Wit by Folly vanquiſhed, 

Pro. So, by yeur Circumſtance, you call me Fool, 

Val. So by your Circumſtance, I fear you'll prove. 

Pro. Tis Love you cavil at; I am not Love. 

Val. Love is your Maſter ; for he maſters you. 

And he that is ſo yoked by a Fool, 
Methinks ſhou!d not be chronicled for Wiſe. 

Pro. Vet Writers ſay, as in the ſweeteſt Bud 
The eaten Canker dwells ; ſo eating Love 
Inbabits in the fineſt Wits of all, . 

Lal. And Writers ſay, as the moſt forward Bud 
Is eaten by the Canker e'er it blow ; 

Even ſo by Love the young and tender Wit, 

Js turn'd to Folly, blaſting in the Bud, 

Loſing his Verdure even in the Prime, 

And all the fair Effects of future Hopes. 

But whereſore waſte I Time to W thee, 

Ihat art a Votary to fond Deſire? 

One 
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Once more adieu: My Father at the Road 
Expects my coming, there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
Val. Sweet Protheus, no : Now let us take our Leave, | 
At Millan let me hear from thee by Letters | 
Ot thy Succeſs in Love; and what News elle | 
Betideth here in Abſence of thy Friend : 
And I likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 
Pro. All Happineſs bechance to thee in Millan. 
Val, As much to you at home; and ſo farewel, [ Exit. 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Love ; 
Bhs He leaves his Friend-, to dignify them more; | 
I love my ſelf, my Friends, and all for Love. | | 
Thou Julia, thou halt metamorphos'd me; 1 
Made me neg' ect my Studies, loſe my Time, | 
War with good Counſel, ſet the World at nought ; t 
Made Wit; with Muſing. weak; Heart ſick, with Thought, I 


ger, 


o0ts, 

Enter Speed. 1 

Speed. Sir Pretheus, fave you; ſaw you my Maſter ? 1 

WR Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Millas. { 
ous Seed, Twenty to one then he is ſhipp'd aircady, 


Linh, And I have plaid the Sheep in loſing him. N 
Pro. Indeed a Sheep doth very often ſtray, 1 
And if the Shepherd be a while away. | 

Steed. You conclude that my Nlaſter is a Shepherd then, 


and I a Sheep? . 
ool. Pro I do. | 
Ve. Seed, Why then my Horns are his Horns, whether i 


I wake or ſleep. _ 7, 
Pro. A ſilly Anſwer, and fitting well a Sheep, 
Speed. 'l his proves me ſtill a Sheep. 
Pro. True, and thy Maſter a Shepherd. 
Speed. Nay, that 1 can deny by a Circumſtance; 
Pro. It ſhall go hard but I'll prove it by another. 
Speed. The Shepherd ſeeks the Sheep, and not the Sheep 
1d the Shepherd; but I feek my Maſter, and my Maſter 
ſecks not me; therefore 1 am no Sheep. 
Pro. 'The Sheep for Fodder follow the Shepherd, the 
Shepherd for Food follows not the Sheep; thou for 
Wages followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for Wages 
follows not thee ; therefore thou art a Sheep. 
Speed. Such another Proof will make me cry Baa. 
4 | Pro. 
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Pro. But Joſt thou hear? gaveſt thou my T.etter to 
Julia; | 
Speed, Ay, Sir; I, a loſt Mutton, gave your Letter to 
her, a lac'd- Mutton; and ſhe, a lac'd-Matton, gave me, 
a loſt-Mutton, nothing for my Labour, 
Pro. Here's too imall a Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mur- 
tons. . 
Speed. If the Ground be over-charg'd, you were beſt 
ſtick her. 
Pro, Nay, in that you are aſtray ; *were beſt pound 
you. 
Speed. Nay, Sir, leſs than a Pound ſhall ſerve me for 
carrying your Letter, 
Pro. You miſtake ; T mean the Pound, a Pin gold. 
Speed. From a Pound toa Pin ? foid it over and over, 
Tis threefold too little for carrying a Letter to your Lover, 
Pro. But what (aid ſhe? 
Fpceil. I. 
Pro. Nod-I? why, that's Noddy. 
Speed You miftook, Sir, I aid fhe did nod: 
And you ask me if ſhe did nod, and I laid, Ay, 
Pro. and that ſet together, is Noddy. 
Spe- d. Now you have taken the Pains to ſet it toge- 
ther, take it for your Pains, 
Pro. No, no, you ſhail have it for bearing the Letter. 
Speed. Well, I perceive I muſt be fain to bear with you, 
Pro. Why, Sir, how do you bear with me ? 
Speed. Marry, Sir, the Letter very orderly, 
Having nothing but the” Word Noddy for my Pains. 
Pro. Beſhrew me, but you have a quick Wit. 
Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your flow Purſe. 
Pro. Come, come, open the Matter in brief what laid 
mne? 
Speed. Open your Purſe, that the Money and the Mat- 
ter may be both deliver'd. 
Pro. Well, Sir, here is for your Pains, what ſaid the ? 
Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 
Pro. Why? could'ſt thou perceive ſo much from her! 
Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from ber; 
No, not ſo much as a Hacker for delivering your Letter. 
And being ſo hard to me that brought your Mind, 
fear ſhe'll prove as hard to you in telling her Mind, 
Give her no Token but Stones; for ſhe's as hard as Steel. 
Pro. What faid ſhe, nothing? Specd. 
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Speed. No, Not fo much as Take this for thy Pains : 

To teſtify your Bounty, I thank you, you have teſtern'd 

me : | 

In requital whereof, henceforth carry your Letter your 

Self: And ſo, Sir, I'll commend you to my Matter. 
Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your Ship from wrack, 

Which cannot periſh, having thee aboard, 

Being dellin'd to a drier Death on Shore. 

I mutt go fend ſome better Meſſenger: 

J fear my Julia would not deign my Lines, 

Receiving them from ſuch a worthleſs Poſt, Fæeunt. 


S CEN II. 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Jul. But ſay, Lucetta, now we are alone. 
Wouldſt thou then counſel me to fall in Love? 
Ine. Ay, Madam, ſo you ſtumble not unheedfully, 
Jul. Of a)l the fair Reſort of Gentlemen, 
That every day with Parle encounter me, | 
In thy Opinion which is wotthieſt Love ? . 
Luc. Pleaſe you repeattheir Names, 1'il ſhew my Mind 
According to my ſhallow ſimple Skill. 
Jul. What think'ſ thou of the fair Sir Eglamore ? 
Luc. As ofa Knight well ſpoken, neat and fe ; 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. | 
ul, What think'tt thou of the rich Mercat:s / | | 
Luc. Well of his Wealth; but of himſelf fo, ſo. 
Jul. What think'lt thou of the gentle Protheus ? 
Luc. Lord, Lord! to {ee what Folly reigns in us. 
Ful. How now ? what means this Paſſion at his Name? 
Luc. Pardon, dear Madam; 'tis a paſſing Shame, 
That I, unworthy Body as I am, 
Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
Jul. Why not on Protheus, as of all the reſt ? 
Lac Then thus; of many good, I think him beſt. 
Jul. Your Reaſon ? | 
Luc. I have no other but a Woman's Reaſon ; ; 
T-think him fo, becauſe I think. him fo. 
Jul. And wouldſt thou have me caſt my Love on him? 7 
Luc. Ay, if you thought your Love not caſt away. 
Jul. Why he, of all the reſt, hath never mov'd me, 
Luc. Yet he, of all the relt, I think beſt loves ve, 
Jul. His little ſpeaking ſhews luis Love but ſmall, 
5 Li 
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Luc. Fire that's cloſeſt kept burns moſt of all. 

Jul. They do not Love that do not ſhew their Love. 

Luc. Oh, they love leaſt that let Men know their Love. 

Jul. I would I knew his Mind. 

Luc. Peruſe this Paper, Madam. 

Jul. To Julia; ſay, from whom? 

Luc. That the Contents will ſnew. 

Jul. Say, ſay; who gave it thee ? 

Luc.SirValentine'sPage ;andſent,Ithink,from Prothers, 
He would have given it you, but I being in the Way, 


Did in your Name receive it ; pardon the Fault, I pray, 


Ful. Now, by my Modeſty, a goodly Broker; 
Dare you preſume to harbour wanton Lines ? 
To whiſper and conſpire againſt my Youth ? 
Now truſt me, tis an Office of great Worth, 
And you an Officer fit for the Place. 
There; take the Paper; ſee it be return'd, 
Or elſe return no more into my Sight. 


Luc. To plead for Love deſerves more Pee than Hate, 


[ Exit. 
Ful, And yet I would I had o'er-look'd the Letter, 


Jul. Will ye be gone? 
{uc. That you may ruminate. 


Tt were a ſhame to call her back again, 
And pray her to a Fault, for which I chid her. 
What Feol is ſhe that knows J am a Maid, 
And would not force the Letter in my View ? 
Since Maids, in Modeſty, ſay No to that 
Which they would have the Profferer conſtrue, Ay. 
Fre, fie; how wayward is this fooliſh Love, 
"That like a teſty Babe, will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled, kiſs the Rod? 
How churliſhly I chid Lucetta hence, 
Wien willingly I would have had her here? 
itow angerly I taught my Brow to frown, 
When inward Joy enforc'd my Heart to ſmile? 
My Penance is, to call Lacetta back, 
And ask Remiſſion for my Folly paſt. 
What ho! Lacetta. 
Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc. What would your Ladyſhip 2 

Jal. It near Dinner-time ? 

Luc. I would it were, | 
That you might kill your Stomach on your Meat, 
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And net upon your Maid. 
Jul. What 1s't that you 
Took up ſo gingerly ? 
Luc.' Nothing. 
Jul. Why didſt thou ſtoop then? 
Luc. To take a Paper up that I let fall. 
Ful. And is that Paper nothing? 
Luc. Nothing concerning me. 
Jul. Then Be it lie for thoſe that it concerns. 
Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Unleſs it have a falſe Interpreter. 
Jul. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rhime, 
Luc. That I might ſing it, Madam, to a Tune; 
Give me a Note; your Ladyſhip can let. 
Ful. As little by ſuch Joys as may be poſlible z 
Belt * it to the Tune of Light O Lowe. 
Luc, It is too heavy for ſo light a Tune. 
Jul. Heavy ? Belike it hath ſome Burthen then. 
Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you ſing it. 
Jul. And why not you? 
Luc. I cannot reach ſo high. 
Jul. Let's fee your Song: 
How now Minion ? 
Luc. Keep Tune there ſtill, ſo you will ſing it out: 
And yet methinks I do not like the Tune. 
Jul. You do not? | 
Luc. No, Madam, 'tis too ſharp. 
Ful. You, Minion, are too ſaucy, | 
Luc. Nay, now you are too flat, 
And mar the Concord with too harſh a Deſcant: 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your Song. 
Jul. The Mean is drown'd with your unruly Baſe. 
Luc. Indeed I bid the baſe for Prothers. 
Ful, This Babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me, 
Here is a Coil with Proteſtation! | 
Go, get you gone; and let the Papers lie: 


Luc. She makes it ſtrange, but ſhe would be beſt 
leas'd f 
To be fa anger'd with another Letter. Exit. 
Jul. Nay, would J were ſo anger'd with the 1ame ! 
Oh hateful Hands to tear ſuch loving Words; 
Injurious Waſps, to feed on ſuch feet Honey, Aa 
| n 


12 The uo Gentlemen 


And kill the Bees that yield it with your Stings! 

LI kits each ſeveral Paper for amends : 

Look, here is writ, kind Julia; unkind Julia 

As in revenge of thy Ingratitude, 

I throw thy N-me againit the bruiſing Stones, 

Trampling contemptuouſly on thy Diſdain, 

Look here is writ, Love-wwounded Protheus, 

Poor wounded Name! my Boſom as a Bed, 

Shall lodge thee till thy Wound be throughly heal'd ; 

And thus I {earch it with a ſovereign Kiſs. 

But twice or thrice was Protheus written down: 

Be calm, good Wind, blo'v not a Word away, 

Till I have found each Letter in the Letter, 

Except mine own Name: That ſome Whirl-wind bear 

Unto a ragged, fearful hanging Rock, 

And throw it thence into the raging Sea. 

Lo, here in one Line is his Name twice writ : 

Poor forlorn Protheus, aſſonate Protheus, 

To the feet Julia: That Vil tear away: 

And yet I will not, ſich fo prettily 

He couples it to his complaining Names : 

Thus will J fold them one upon another; 

Now kiſs, embrace, contend, do what you will. 
Enter Lucetta. 


Luc. What, ſhall theſe Papers lie, ike Tell-ta'es here ? 

Jul. If thou refpe& them, beſt to take them up: 

Lac. Nay I wa: taken up for laying them down: 
Yet here they ſhall not lie for catching cold. 

Jul. ] fee you have a Month's mind to them. 

Luc. Ay, Madam, you may fay what Sights you fee, 
J fee things too, although you judge 1 wink. 

Jul. Come, come, wilt pleaſe you go? [ Ereunt, 


SCENE I. 
Enter Anthonio and Panthion. 


Ant. Tell me, Panthion, what ſad Talk was that 
Wherewith my Brother held you in the Cloyfter ? 
Pan. TwWas of his Nephew Protbeus, your Son. 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 
Pan. He wcnder'd that your Lordſhip 
Would ſuffer him to ſpend his Youth at home, 
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While other Men of ſlender Reputation 1 
Put forth their Sons to ſeek Preferment out: 
Some to the Wars, to try their Fortune there; 
Some to diſcover Iſlands far away; 

Some to the ſtudious Univerfities. 

For any, or for all theſe Exerciſes, 

He ſaid, that Protheus, your Sen, was meet; 
And did requeſt me to importune you 

To let him ipend his time no more at home; 
Which would be great Impeachment to his Age, 
In having know no Travel in his Youth. 

Ant. Nor need'ſt thou much importune me to that 

Whercon this Month I have been hammering. 
I have conſider'd well his loſs of 'T'ime ; 
And how he cannot be a perfect Man, 

Not being try'd, nor tutor'd in the World : 
Experience is by Induſtry atchiev'd, 

And perfeQed by the ſwift Courſe of time; 
Then tell me, whither were I beft to ſend him? 
Pan. I think your Lordſhip is not ignorant, 

How his Companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 

Ant. I know ut well. 

Pan. Twere good, I think, your Lordſhip ſent him 
There hall be practiſe Tilts and Turnaments, | thither ; 
Hear ſweet Diicourſe, converſe with Noblemen, 

And be in Eye of every Exerciſe 
Worthy his Youth and nobleneſs of Birth. 

Ant. I like thy Counſel; well haſt thou advis'd ; 
And that thou may*it perceive how well I like it, 
The Execution of it ſhall make known: 

Even with the ſpeedieſt Expedition 
I will diſpatch him to the Emperor's Court. 

Pan. Jo- morrow, may it pleaſe you, Don Alphonſo, 

With other Gentlemen of good Eſteem, 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor, 
And to commend their Service to his Will, | 

Ant. Good Company: Wich them ſhall Protheus ga. 
And in good time, now will we break with him. 

8 Enter Protheus. 

Pro. Sweet Love, ſweet Lines, ſweet Life! 
Here is ker Hand, the Agent of her Heart ; 
Here is her Oath for Love, her Honour's Pawn. 


© that our Fathers would applaud our Loves, 
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To ſeal our Happineſs with their Conſents. 
O heav'nly Julia! , 
Ant. How now ? What Letter are you reading there? 
Pro. May't pleaſe your Lordſhip, tis a Word or two 
Of Commendation ſent from Valentine; 
Delivered by a Friend that came from him. 
Ant. Lend me the Letter; let me ſee what News. 
Pro. There is no News, my Lord, but that he writes 
How haply he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daiiy graced by the Emperor ; 
Wiſhing me with him, Partner of his Fortune. 
Ant. And how ftand you affected to his Wiſh ? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhip's Will, 
And not depending on his friendly Wiſh, 
Ant. My Will is ſomething {orted with his Wikk : 
Mule not that I thus {pddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will ; and there's an End. 
I am reſolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome Time 
With Valentino in the Emperor's Court: 
What Maintenance he from his Friends receives, 
Like Exhibition thou ſhalt have from me : 
To-morrow be in readineſs to go. 
Excuſe 1t not, 'for 1 am peremptory. 
Pro. My Lord, I cannot be fo fron provided ; 
teaſe you deliberate a Day or two. 
Ant. Look what thou want'ſt ſhall be ſent after thee ; 
No more of Stay; to-morrow thou muſt go. 
Come on, Panthion, ; you ſhall be employ'd 
To haſten on his Expedition. [Exe. Ant. and Pan, 
Pra. Thus have I ſhun'd the Fire, for fear of burning, 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd : 
I fear'd to ſhew my Father Julia's Letter, 
Leſt he ſhould take Exceptions to my Love; 
And with the vantage of mine own Excuſe, 
Hath he excepted moſt againſt my Love. 
Oh, how the Spring of Love reſembleth 
Th' unncertain Glory of an April Day, 
Which now fhews all the Beauty of the Sun, 
And by and by a Cloud takes all away. 
Enter Panthion. 
Pan. Sir Protheus, your Father calls for you; 
He is in hafte, therefore I pray you go. 
Pre, Why thisit 1s ? My Heart accord thereto, 
And yet a thouſand times it anſwers ng, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT H. S8eENE I. 


Enter Valentine and Speed. 


Speed. I R, your Glove. 

Val. Not mine; my Gloves are on. 
Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but one, 
Val. Ha? let me ſee: Ay, give it me, it's mine: 
Sweet Ornament that decks a Thing divine. 
Ah Silvia I Silvia! 

Speed. Madam Silvia ! Madam Silvia! 

Val. How now Sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, Sir, 

Val. Why Sir, who bad you call her ? 

Speed. Your Worſhip, Sir, or elſe I miſtook. 

Val. Well, you'll ftill be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too flow. 

Val. Goto Sir, tell me, do you know Madam Silvia? 

Speed. She that your Worſhip loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in Love? 

Speed. Marry, by theſe ſpecial Marks: Firſt, you have 
learn'd, like Sir Protheus, to wreath your Arms like a 
Male-content, to reliſh a Love-Song like a Robin red- 
breaſt, to walk alone like one that had the Peſtilence, to 
figh like a School-boy that had loſt his A, B, C, to weep 
like a young Wench that had loſt her Grandham, to fait 
like one that takes Diet, to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing, to ſpeak puling like a Beggar at Ho/lowmaſs : You 
were wont, when you laugh'd, to crow like a Cock ; 
when you walk'd, to walk like one of the Lions; when 

ou faſted, it was preſently after Dinner; when you 

k'd ſadly, it was for want of Money: And now you 
are metamorphos'd with a Miſtreſs, that when I look on 
you, I can hardly think you my Maſter. 

Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd in me ? 

Speed. They are all perceiv'd without ye. 

Val. Without me? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you ? nay, that's certain: for without 
you were ſo ſimple, none elſe would: But you are fo 
without thefe Follies, that theſe Follies are within you, 
and ſhine through you like the Water in an Urinal ; that 
not an Eye that ſees you, but is a Phyſician to comment 
gn your Malady. 

Val. But tell me, doſt thou know my Lady * 
peed, 
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Spred. She that you gaze on ſo as ſhe fits at Supper? 

Fal. Haſt thou obſerv'd that; Even ſhe I mean. 

Speed. Why, Sir, I know her not. 

Val. Doſt thou know her by gazi 
know'ſt her not ? 

Spced. Is ſhe not hard- favour'd Sir ? 

Val. Not fo fair, as well favour'd. 

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough, 

al. What doit thou know? 
Speed. That ſhe is not ſo fair, as of you well favdur d. 
Val. I mean that her Beauty is exquiſite, 

But her Favour infinite. 

Speed. That's becauſe the one is painted, and the other 
out of all Count. . 

Val. How painted? and how out of Count? 

Specd. Marry Sir, ſo painted to make her fair, that no 
Man counts of her Beauty. 

Hal. How eſteem'ſt thou me? I account of her Beauty, 

Spred. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe was deform'd, 

'al. How long hath ſhe been deform'd ? 

Speed. Ever tince you lov'd her. 

Fal. I have lov'd her ever fince I faw her, 
And ill I fee her beautiful. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot fee her. 

al. Why ? 

Speed. Becauſe Love is blind. O that you had mine Eyes, 
or your own Eyes had the Lights they were wont te 
have, when you chid at Sir Protheus for going ungarter'd. 

Val. What ſhould I ſee then? 

Speed. Your own preſent Folly, and her paſſing De- 
formity.: For he being in Love, could not fee to garter 
his Hoſe ;; and you, being in Love, cannot ſee to put on 
your Hoſe. | 

Val Belike, Boy, then you are in Love; for lait Morn- 
ing you could not ſee to wipe my Shoes, 

Sed. True, Sir, I was in Love with my Bed; I thank 
you, you ſwing'd me for my Love, which makes me 
the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val. In Concluſion, J ſtand affected to her. 

Speed. I Would you were ſet, ſo your Affection would 
ceaſe. 

Val. Lak Night ſhe enjoin'd me 
To write ſome Lines to one. ſhe loves. 

Speed. And have you ? Val. 
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Val. I have. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val. No, Boy, but as well as I can do them: 
Peace, here ſhe comes. 


Enter Silvia. 


Spec. Oh excellent Motion ! Oh exceeding Puppet 
Now will he interpret to her, 
Val. Madam and Miſtreſs, a thouſand Gcod-morrows, 
Speed. Oh ! *give ye Good-ev'n; here's a million of 
Manners. 
Sit. Sir Valentine, and Servant, to you two thouſand, 
Speed. He ſhould give her Intereſt ; and the gives it him. 
Val. As you injoin'd me, I have write your Lettet 
Unto the ſeciet, nameleſs Friend of yours; 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 
But for my Duty to your Ladyſhip. 
Sil. T thank you, gentle Servant, tis very Cierkly done, 
Val. Now trufl me. Madam, it came hardly off: 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ at random, very doubtfully, 
Sil. Perchance you think too much of ſo much Pains ? 
Val. No, Madam, ſo it ſteed you, I will write, 
Pieaſe you command, a thouſand times as much. 
And yet — 
Sil. A pretty Period ; well, I gueſs the Sequel ; 
And yet I will not name it, and yet I care not, 
And yet take this again, and yet I thank you ; 


Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 


Speed. And yet you will; and yet, another yet. [ Aide. 
Val. What means your Ladyſhip ? 
Do you not like it ? 
Sil. Yes, yes; the Lines are very quaintly writ ; 
But, ſince unwilling'y, take them again; 
Nay, take them. 
Val. Madam, they are fog you. 
Sil. Ay, ay; you writ them, Sir, at my Requeſt ; 
But I will none of them; they are for you: 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Pleaſe you, I'll write your Ladyſhip another. 
Sil. And when it's writ, for my fake read it over; 
And if it pleaſe you, ſo; if not, why ſo. 
Val. If it plcaſe me, Madam, what then? 1 
Its 
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Sil. Why, if it pleaſe you, take it for your Labour 
And ſo good-morrow, Servant. | Exit. 
Steed; Oh Teſt unſeen, inſcrutable, inviſible, 
As a Noſe on a Man's Face, or aWeathercock on a Steeple; 
My Maſter ſues to her, and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupil, to become her 'Tutor : 
Oh excellent Device? was there ever heard a better? 
That my Maſter being the Scribe, to himſelf ſhould write 
the Letter ? | 
Val. How now, Sir? 
What are you reaſoning with vour ſelf ? 


Speed. Nay, I was rhyming; tis you that have the 
Reaſon. 


Val. To de what? 
Speed. To be a Spokes- man from Madam Sui. 
Val. To whom ? 
Speed. To your ſelf ; why, ſhe wooes you by a Figure, 
Val. What Figure? 
Speed. By a Letter, I ſhould ſay. 
Val. Why, ſhe haih not writ to me ? 
Speed. W hat need ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made you Write to your {elf ? 
Why, do you not perceive the Jelt ? 
Val. No, believe me. 
Speed. No believing you indeed, Sir: 
But did you perceive her Earneſt ? 
Val. She gave me none, except an angry Word. 
Speed. Why, ſhe hath given you a Letter. 
Val. That's the Letter Turi to her Friend. [an end. 
Specd. And that Letter hath ſhe deliver'd, and there's 
"al. J would jt were no worſe. 
Speed. I'll warrant you 'tis. as well: 
For often have you writ to her, and ſhe in Modeſty, 
Or eſe for want of id'e Time could not again reply; 
Or fearing elſe ſome Meſſenger that might her Mind 
diicover, | [ her Lover. 
Her {elf hath taught her Love himſelf to write uato 
All this I ſpeak in Print ; for in Print I found it. 
Why mule you, Sir ? 'tis Dinner-time. | 
Jal. I have din'd, | 
Speed. Ay, but hearken, Sir; tho' the Cameleon: Love 
can feed on the Air, I am one that am nouriſt'd by my 
 ViQualsz and would fain have Meat: Oh be not like 
your Miſtreſs ; be moved, be moved. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Protheus and Julia, 


Pro. Have Patience, gentle Julia. 

Jul. I muſt, where is no Remedy. | 

Pro. When poſſibly 1 can, I will return, 

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the ſooner : 
Keepthis Remembrance forthy Fulia'sſake.[Giwing a Ring 

Pro. Why then we'll make Exchange 


Here, take you this. 


Jul. And ſeal the Bargain with a holy Kiſs. 
Pro. Here is my Hand for my true Conſtancy: 
And when that Hour o'er-ſlips me in the Day, 
W herein I ſigh not, Julia, for thy fake, 
The next enſuing Hour ſome foul Miſchance 
Torment me, for my Love's F orgetfulneſs f 
My Father ſtays my coming ; aniwer not : 
The Tide is now; nay, not thy Tide of Tears; 
That Tide will ſtay me longer than I ſhould : [ Exit Julia. 
Julia, farewel. What! gone without a Word? 
Ay, ſo true Love ſhould do; it cannot ſpeak ; 
For Truth hath better Deeds than Words to grace it. 
Enter Panthion. 
Pan. Sir Protheus, you are ſtaid for. 
Pro. Go; I come, I come; 
Alas! this Parting ftrikes poor Lovers dumb. [Exeunt, 


SCANS IR. 
Euter Launce. 


Laun. Nay, 'twiil be this Hour e'er I have done weep- 
ing; all the Kind of the Launces have this very Fault: I 
have receiv'd my Proportion, like the prodigious Son, and 
am going with Sir Protheus to the Imperial's Court. I 
think Crab, my Dog, be the ſowreſt natur'd Dog that 
lives: My Mother weeping, my Father wailing, my Si- 


ſter crying, our Maid howling, our Cat wringing her 


Hands, and all our Houſe in a great Perplexity ; yet did 


not this cruel- hearted Cur ſhed one Tear: He is a Stone, 
a very Pibble-ſtone, and has no more Pity in him than a 


Dog: A Je would have wept to have ſeen our Parting ; 
why, my Grandam, having no Eyes, look you, wept 
her ſelf blind at my Parting. Nay, I'll ſhew you the 
manner of it: This Shoe is my Father ; no, this left Shoe 

is 
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is my Father; no, no, this left Shoe is my Mother ; nay, 
that cannot be ſo neither; yes, it is ſo, it is ſo; it hath 
the worſer Sole; this Shoe with the Hole in it is my 
Mother, and this my Father; a Vengence on't, there 
"tis: Now, Sir, thisStaff is my Siſter ; for look you, ſhe 
is as white as a Lilly, and as ſmall as a Wand; this Hat is 
Nan, our Maid; I am the Dog; no, the Dog is himſelf, 
and I am the Dog : Oh, the Dog 1s me, and I am my 
ſelf; ay, ſo ſo; Now come I to my Father; Father, your 
Bleſſing; now ſhould not the Shoe ſpeak a Word for 
weep.ng; now ſhould I kiſs my Father; well, he weeps 
on; Now come I to my Mother; oh that ſhe could ſpeak 
now likea Would-woman ; well, I kiſs her; why there tis; 
here's my Mothe:'s Breath up and down : Now come [ 
to my Siſter; mark the moan ſhe makes: Now the Dog 
all this white ſheds not a Tear, nor ſpeaks a Word; but 
ſee how I lay the Duſt with my Tears. 
Enter Panthion. 

Pazt. Launce, away, away, aboard; thy Maſter is 
ſhipp'd and thon art to poſt after with Oars : What's the 
latter? why weep'ſt thou, Man? away Aſs, you will 
loſe the Tide if you tarry any longer. | 

Laun. It is no matter if the Tide were loſt, for it is 
the unkindeſt Tide that ever any Man ty'd, 

Pant. What's the unkindeſt Tide ? 

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here ; Crab, my Dog. 

Pant. Tut, Man, I mean, thou'itloſe the Flood; and 
in lofing the Flood, loſe thy Voyage; md in loſing thy 
Voyage, loſe thy Maſter; and in loſing thy Maſter, loſe 
thy Service; and in loſing thy Service. Why doſt thou 
ſtop my mouth? 

un. For fear thou ſnould'ſt loſe thy Tongue. 

Pant. Where ſhould I loſe my Tongue ? 

Laun. In thy Tale. 

Pant. In thy Tail. 

Laux. Loſe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Maſter, 
and the Service, and the Tide; why, Man, if the River 
were dry, I am able to fill it with my Tears; if the Wind 
were down, I could drive the Boat with my Sighs. 

Pant. Come, come away, Man; I was ſent to call thee, 

Layn. Sir, call me what thou dar |. 

Pant. Wilt thou go? 

Laun, Well, I wul go. [Excurr. 
SCENE 
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of VERONA. 
SCENE IV. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio ard Speed. 


Fi. Servant. 


Val. 


Miſtreſs, 


Speed. Maſter, Sir Thurio frowns on you, 
Val, Ay Boy, it's for Love. 
Speed. Not of you. 


Val. 


Of my Miſtreſs then. 


$peed. ITwere good you knockt him, 
Sil. Servant, you are ſad. 


Val. 
Thr. 
Val. 
Thu. 
Val. 
Thu. 
Val. 
Thu. 
Val. 
Thu. 
Fal. 


Indeed, Madam, I ſeem ſo. 
Seem you that you are not? 
Haply I do. 

So do Counterfeits. 

So do you. 

What ſeem I that I am not? 
Wiſe. 8 5 

What Inſtance of the contrary? 
Your Folly. 

And how quote you my Folly ? 
J quote it in your Jerkin, 


Thu. My Jerkin is a Doublet. 1 
4 Val. Well then, I'll double your Folly. 4 
ES Thu. How ? Ki 
1 Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio ? do you change Colour? 
Val. Give him leave, Madam; heis a kindot Camelion. 


Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your Blood, 
than live in your Air. 


Pia. You have ſaid, Sir. 8 
2 Thu. Aye Sir, and done too, for this time. 
Val. I know itwell, Sir; youalwaysend e'er you begin. 


i 
Si}, A fine Volley of Words, Gentlemen, and quickly i 
Mod off. Wo 1. 


Val. Tis indeed, Madam; we thank the Giver, 1 
Sil. Who is that, Servant? 1 
Val. Yourſelf, ſweet Lady, for you gave the Fire: 14 


Sir Wario borrows his Wit from your Ladyſhip's Looks, | 
And ſpends what he borrows kindly in your Compan ß. 
* Thu. Sir, if you ſpend Word for Word with me, 
ſhall make your Wit bankrupt. 


Val. l know it well, Sir, you have an Exchequer of Words, 4 [ 
And I think, no other Treaſure to give your Followers: 1 
For 
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For it appears by their bare Liveries, 
That they live by your bare Words. 

Sil. No more, Gentlemen, no more: 
Here comes my Father. 

Enter the Duke. 

Du. Now, Daughter Silvia, you are hard beſet. 
Sir Valentine, your Father is in good Health: 
What ſay you to a Letter from your Friends 
Of much good News? 

Val. My Lord, I will be thankful 
To any Meſſenger from thence. 

Du. Know you Don Antonio, your Countryman ? 

Val. Ay, my good. Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of Worth, and worthy Eſtimation, | 
And not without Deſert ſo well reputed. 

Du. Hath he not a Son ? 


Val. Ay, my good Lord, a Son that well deſeryc: 


The Honour and Regard of ſuch a Father. 
Du. You know him well ? 
Val. I knew him as myſelf, for from our Infancy 
We have convers'd, and ſpent our Hours together : 
And tho' myſelf have been an idle Truant 
Omitting the ſweet Benefit of time, 
To clothe mine Age with Angel-like Perfection; 
Yet hath Sir Protheus, for that's his Name, 
Made Uſe and fair Advantage of his Days; 
His Vears but young, but his Experience old; 
His Head unmellow'd, but his Judgment ripe ; 
And in a Word, for far behind his Worth 
Come all the Praiſes that I now beſtow, 
He is compleat in Feature and in Mind, 
With all good Grace to grace a Gentleman. 
Du. Beſhrew me, Sir, but if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an Empreſs' Love, 
As meet to be an Emperor's Counſellor : 
Well, Sir, this Gentleman 1s come to me, 
With Commendation from great Potentates ; 
And here he means to ſpend his time awhile, 
I think 'tis no unwelcome News to you. 


Val. Should I have 'wiſh'd a thing, it had been he, 


Du. Welcome him then according to his Worth ; 
Silvia, I ſpeak to you; and you, Sir Thurio ; 
For Valentine, I need not cite him him to it: 


I will 
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I will ſend him hither to you preſently. [Exit Du, 
Val. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladyſhip 

Had come along with me, but that his Miſtreſs 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriſtal Looks. 
Sil. Belike that now ſhe hath enfranchis'd them 
Upon fome other Pawn for Fealty. 
Val. Nay ſure, I think ſhe ho!ds them Priſoners ſtill. 
Sil. Nay, then he ſhould be blind; and being blind, 
How could he ſee his Way to ſeek out you ? 
Val. Why Lady, Love hath twenty Pair of Eyes. 
Tha. They ſay that Love hath not an Eye at all. 
Val. To ſee ſuch Lovers, Thurio, as yourſelt: 
Upon a homely Obje& Love can wink. 
Enter Protheus. 
$:]: Have done, have done; here comes the Gentleman, 
Val. Welcome, dear Protheus: Miſtreſs I beſeech you 
Confirm this Welcome with ſome ſpecial Favour. 
Sil. His Worth is Warrant for his Welcome hither, 
If this be he you oft have wiſh'd to hear from. 
Val. Miſtreſs, it is: Sweet Lady entertain him 
To be my Fellow-ſervant to your Lady ſhip. 
Sid. Too low a Miſtreſs for ſo high a Servant. 
Pro. Not Þo, ſweet Lady; but too mean a Servant 
To have a Look of ſuch a worthy Miſtreſs. 
Val. Le ve off Diſcourſe of Diſability: 
Sweet Lady entertain him for your Servant. 
Pro. My Duty will J boaſt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. And Duty never yet did want his Meed : 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſs Mattreſs. 
Pro. I'll die on him that ſays ſo but yourſelf. 
Sil. That you are welcome? 
Pro. That you are worthleſs. 
Thu. Madam, my Lord, your Father would ſpeak with you 
Sil. J wait upon his Pleaſure; Come, Sir Thuris, 
Go with me: Once more, new Servant, welcome, 
J leave you to confer of home Affairs; 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pro. We'll both atend upon your Lad) ſtiip. 
[Exit Silvia and Thu, 
Val. Now tell me how do all from whence you came? 
Pro, Your Friends are well, and have then much 
Jul And how do yours? [commended, 
Pres, I leſt them all in Health. | 
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Val. How does your Lady? and how thrives , our Love? 


Pro. My Tales of Love were wont to weary you ; To h 
T know you joy not in a Love-diſcourle. | HShe i 
Val. Ay, Protheus, but that Life is alter'd now; Pr 
J have done Penance for contemning Love, Va 
Whoſe high imperious Thoughts have puniſh'd me And 
With bitter Faſts, with penitential Groans, As ts 
With nightly Tears and daily heart-ſore Sighs : The 
For in revenge of my Contempt of Love, Forg. 
Love hath chac'd Sleep from my enthralled Eyes, Becat 
And made them Watchers of mine own Heart's Sorrow, My ti 
O gentle Prothezs, Love's a mighty Lord, Only 
And hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſs Is go 
There is no Wee to his Correction; For 
Nor to his Service, no ſuch Joy on Earth. Pe 
Now no Diſcourſe, except it be of Love; 2 
Now can I break my Faſt, dine, ſup and ſleep With 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. Dete! 
Pro. Enough: I read your Fortune in your Eye, The. 
Was this the Idol that you worſhip ſo ? Pl-te 
Val. Even ſhe ; and is ſhe nota heav'nly Saint? (3 v0d 
Pro. No; but ſhe is an earthly Paragon. In tb 
Val. Call her divine. . Pr 
Pro, I will not flatter her. I mu 
Val. O flatter me; for Love deligt:.5 in Praiſe. Some 
Pro. When I was ſick you gave me bitter Pills, And 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you. = Fa 
Val. Then ſpeak the Truth by her: If not divine, Px 
Vet let her be a Principality, YM Even 
Sovereign to all the Creatures on the Earth. Or as 
Pro. Except my Miſtreſs. So thi 
Val. Sweet, except not any, Is by 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Love. Is it 
Pro. Have I not Reaſon to prefer mine own ? Her 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too : That 
She ſhall be dignify'd with this high Hong ur, She i: 
To bear my Lady's Train, leſt the baſe Earth That 
Should from her Veſture chance to fleal a Kiſs; _, Whic 
| And of to great a Favour growing proud, Bears 
| Diidain to root the Surmmer-fwelling Flower, Meth 
And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. Ad 
Proe. Why, Valentine, what Bragadiſm is this ? 81 
Val. Pardon me, Protheus ; all 1 can is nothing, 8 And 
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To her, whoſe Worth makes other Worthies nothing; 
She is alone. 
Pro. Ihen let her alone. 
Val. Not for the World : Why, Man, ſhe is mine own, 
And I as rich in having ſuch a Jewel, 
As twenty Seas, if all their Sand were Pearl, 
The Water Nectar, and the Rock pure Gold, 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doat upon my T'. ve. 
My fool:fh Rival, that her Father likes, 
Only tor his Poſſeſſions are ſo huge, 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after ; 
For Love, thou know'ſt, is full of Jealouſy. 
Pro. But ſhe loves you? [riape Hour 
*al. Ay, and we are betrothed ; nay more our Mar- 
With al: the cunning manner of our Flight, 
Determin'd of; how I muft climb her Window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the Means 
Plated and "greed on for my Happinels. ; 
Good Protheus go with me to my Chamber, 
In theſe Affairs to aid me with thy Counſel. 
Pro. Go on before ; I ſhall enquire you forth, 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſembark | 
Some Nece{iiries that T needs muſt uſe; - 
And then I il pretently attend you. 
Val. Will you make hafte ? | 
Pro. J will. [ Exit. Val. 
Even as one Heat another Heat expels, 
Or as one Nail by Strength drives out another; 
So the Remembrance of my former Love 
Is by a newer Obje& quite forgotten : 
Is it mine then, or Valentine's Praiſe? - | 
Her true Perfection, or my falſe Tranſgrefſion, 
That maices me reatonlefs, to reaſon th-.s ? 
She is fair; ai d fo is Julia, that I love; 
That I did love, for now my Love is thaw'd 
Which, like a waxen Image ęainſt a Fire, 
Bears no Impre hon of the Thing it was : 
Methinks my Zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was wont. 
O! but I love his Lady too too much; 
And that's the Reaſon I love him {o little. 
How ſhall I doat on her with more Advice, 
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That thus without Advice begin to love her? 

'Tis but her Picture I have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazled ſo my Reafon's Light : 

But when I look on her Perfectione, 

There is no Reaſon but I ſhall be blind. 

It 1 can check my erring Love, I will ; 

If not, to compaſs her I'll uſe my Skill. [Exit. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Speed and Launce. 


See. Launce, by mine Honeſty welcome to Pala. 

Lan, orfw ear not thyſelf, ſweet Youth; for 1 am 
not welcome : I reckon this always, that a Man is ne- 
ver undone *till he be hang'd, nor never welcome to a 
Place "ill ſome certain ſhot be paid, and the Hofes 


ſay Welcome. 85 

Sye. Come on, you Mad- cap; I'll to the Ale ho "me BY 15 
with you preſently, where, ſor one Shot of five-pence, _— 
thou ſhalt have five thouſand Welccmes But, Sirraii, 95 
how did thy Maſter part with Madam Julia? | : 


Lawn. Marry, after they clos'd in Earneſt, ney parted 
very fairly in Jeſt, 
Spe. But ſhall ſhe marry him? 


Laun, No. | 
Spe. How then ? Shall he marty her? ö Pr 
Laun. No, neither. Fo l. 
Spe. What, are they broken? Lo v 
Laun. No, they are both as whole as a Fiſh. And 
Spe. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? MM Prove 
Laun. Marry thus; when it ſlands well with him, it Love 
ſtands well with her, O ſw 
Spe. What an Ats art thou? I underſtand thee not. Teac 
Laun. What a Block art thou, that thou can'it not? At fir 
My Staff underſtands me. | But n 
Spe. What thou fay'it ? Unhe 
Laun. Ay, and what I do too: Look thee, III but M And 
lean, and my Staff underſtands me. Jo le 
Spe. It ſtands under thee indeed. Fie, 
Laun. Why, ſtand- under, and underſtand is all one. W ho! 
Spe. But teli-me true, will't be a Match? With 


Laun. Ask my Dog: It he fay ay, it will; if be fay can 
no, it will ; it he wake his Tail, and lay nothing, it will. But t. 
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Spe. The Concluſion is then, that it will. 

Laun, Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a Secret from me, 
but by a Parable. 

Speed. Tis well that 1 get it fo: But Launce, how 
ſay d thou, that my Maſter is become a notable Lover? 

Laun. I never knew him otherwiſe. 

Speed. Than how ? 

Laun. A notable Lubber, as thou reporteſt him to be, 

Speed. Why, thou whoreſon Als, thou miſtak'ſ me. 

Laun. Why Fool, I meant not thee; I meant tny 
Maſter. 

Speed, I tell thee, my Maſter is become a hot Lover. 

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I c:re not tho' he burn him- 
{elf in Love: if thou wilt go with me to the Alehouſe, 
ſo; if not, thou art an Heorew, a Few, and not worth 
the Name of a Chriſtian. 

Oyeed, Why. 

Laun. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much Charity in thee 
as to go to the Alchouſe with a Chriſtian: Wilt thou go? 


Speed. At thy Service. [ E xeunt. 
Enter Protheus folus. 


Pro. To leave my Julia; ſhall J be forefiyora ? 
To love fair S:/via ; thall I be forſworn ? 
To wrong my Friend, I ſhall be much forſworn : 
And ev'n that Pow'r which gave me firſt my Oath, 
Provokes me to this freehold Perjury. 
Love bad me ſwear, and Love bids me forſwear 
O ſweet ſuggelting Love, if thou haſt ſinn d. 
teach me, thy tempted Subject, to excuſe it. 
At firſt I did adore a twinkling Star, 
But now I worſhip a celeſtial Sun: 1 
Unheedful Vows may heedtully be broken; 
And he wants Wit that wants reſolved Will, 
1 learn his Wit t'exchange the bad for better: 
Fie, fie, unreverend Tongue, to call her bad, 
W hoſe Sov'reignty ſo oft thou halt preferr'd, 
With twenty thouſand Soul-confirme.l Oaths. 
cannot leave to love, and yet I do: 
But there I leave to love where I ſhould love: 
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Fulia I loſe, and Valentine ] loſe: 

If I keep them, I needs muſt loſe my ſelf : — 
If J loſe them, thus find I but their Loſs, 

For Valentine, my ſelf, for Julia, Silvia: 

1 to my ſelf am dearer than. a Friend ; 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious in it ſelf: 

And Sitvia, witneſs Heav'n that made her fair, 
Shews Julia but a ſwarthy Ethzope. 

J will forget that Julia is alive, 

Remembring that my Love to her is dead: 

And Valentine I'll hold an Enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter Friend: 

J cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelf, 

Without ſome Treachery us'd to Valentine 

'This Night he meaneth, with a corded Ladder, 
To climb celeſtial S:/via's Chamber Window, 
My ſelf in Council his Competitor: 

Now preſently I'll give her Father Notice 

Of their diſguifing, and pretended Flight; 

Who, all enrag'd, will baniſh Valentine; 

For Thurio he intends ſhall! wed his Daughter, 

But Valentine being gone, I'll quickly croſs, 

By ſome ſly Trick, blunt Thur:o's dull Proceeding. 
Love lend me Wings, to make my Perpole ſwift, 
As thou bait lent me Wat to plot his Drift. [Exit. 


"SCENRK.VIL 


Enter Julia and Lucetta, 


Jul. Counſel, Lucetta; gentle Girl, aſſiſt me, 
And even in kind Love I do conjure thee, 
Who art the Table wherein all my Thoughts 
Are viſibly character'd and engrav'd, 
To leſſen me, and tell me ſome good Mean, 
How with my Honour I may undertake 
A Journey to my loving Prot heui. 


Luc. Alas, the Way is weariſome and long. | What 

Jul. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary Why, 
To meaſure Kingdoms wich his feeble Steps, Luc. 
Much leſs ſhall ſhe, that hath Love's Wings to fly ; Madan 
And when the Flight is made to one ſo dear, Jul. 


Of ſuch divine Perfection as Sir Protheus, , 
; UG 
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Luc. Better forbear till Protheus make Return. 


Jul. Oh, know'ſt thou not, his Looks are my Soul's 
Food ? 


Pity the Dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that Food ſo long a Time: 
Didſt thou but know the inly Touch of Love, 
Thou would'it as ſoon go kindle Fire with Snow, 
As ſeek to quench the Fire of Love with Words. 
Luc. I do not eek to quench your Love's hot Fire, 
But qualify the Fire's extream Rage, 
Leſt it ſhon!d burn above the Bounds of Rexſon. 
Jul. The more thou damm'ſt it up, the more it burns: 
The Current that with gentle Murmur glides, 


Thou know'it, being itopt, impatiently doth rage; 


But when his fair Courie is not hindered, 

He makes ſweet Muſick with th' enamel'd Stones, 
Giving a gen:le Kiſs to every Sedge 

He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage . 


And fo by many winding Nooks he ſtrays, 
With willing Sport, to the wild Ocean. 
= Then let me go, and hinder not my Courſe; 


I'll be as patient as a gentle Stream, 
And make a Paſtime of each weary Step, 
Till the la Step have brought me to my Love; 
And there I'll reit, as, after much Turmoil, 
A bleſſed Sou! doth in Elixium. 
Luc. But in what Habit will you go along? 
Jul. Not lik a Woman; for would prevent 


; The looſe Encounters of laſcivious Men: 


Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch Weeds 
As may beſeem ſome well reputed Page. 
Luc. Why then your Ladyſhip muſt cut your Hair, 
al. No, Girl; I'll knit it up in ſilken Strings, 


With twenty odd conceited true-love Knots ; 


To be fantaſtick, may become a Youth 
Of greater 1'ime than I ſhall ſhew to be. 


Luc. WhatFaſhion, Madam, ſha!l I make yourBreeches? 


Ful, That fits as well, as tell me, good my Lord, 
What Compaſs you will wear your Farthingale : 
Why, even what Faſhion thou beſt like'ſt, Lucetta. 

Luc. You muſt needs have them with a Codpiece, 
Madam. | 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta, that will be -favour'd. 


30 The two Gentlemen 


Luc. A round Hofe, Madam, now's not worth a Pins 
Unleſs you have a Codpiece to ſtick Pins en. 
Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have 
What thou think'ſt meet, and is moit mannerly : 
But tell me, Wench, how will the World repute me 
For undertaking ſo unſtaid a Journey? 
1 fear me it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
Luc. If thou think ſo, then ſtay at home, and go not. 
Ful. Nay, that J will not. 
Luc. Then never dream on Infamy, but go. 
F Protheus like your Journey when you come, 
No matter who's difpieas'd when you are gone: 
7 fear me he will ſcarce be pleas'd with all. 
Tal. That is the leaſt, Lucetta, of my Fear: 
A thouſand Oaths, an Ocean of his Tears, 
And Inftances as infinite of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 
Luc. All theſe are Servants to deceitſul ſen, 
Jul. Baſe Men that uſe them to fo baſe Effect: 
Nut truer Stars did govern Protheus Birth; 
His Words are Bonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 
His Love ſincere, his en immaculate, 
His Tears pure Meſſengers ſent from his Heart, 
His Heart as far from Fraud as Heav'n from Earth. 
Luc. Pray Heaven he prove ſo when you come 10 
him. 
Jul. Now as thou lov'ſt me, do Lim not that 
Wrong, 
o bear a hard Opinion of his Truth; 
Only deſerve my Love by loving him, 
And preſently go with me to my Chamber, 3 
To take a Note in what | ſtand in Need of, 
Co farniſh me upon my longing Journey: 
All that is mine Ileave at thy Diſpoſe, 
My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 
Only in Lieu thereof diſpatch me hence. 
Come, anſwer not ; but to it preſently : 
{am impatient of my Tarriance. [Exent 
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ACT H SCENE LI 


Duke. IR Thurio give us leave, I pray, a while; 
We have tome Secrets to confer about. 
[Exit Thurio. 

Now tell me, Protheus, what's your Will with me? | 

Pro. My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover | 
The Law of Friendſhip bids me to conceal | 
But when I call to mind your gracious Favours 
Done to me, undeſerving as 1 am, 
My Duty pricks me on to utter that, . | 
Which elle no worldly Good ſhould draw from me. | 
Know, worthy Prince, Sir Falentine, my Friend, | 
This Night intends to fleal away your Daughter: | 
My ſelf am one made privy to the Plot. 


| 

Enter Duke, Thurio and Protheus. | 
| 

| 


l know you have determin'd to beſtow her 


On Thurio, vihom your gentle Daughter hates; 
And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtoll'n away from you, 1 
It wovld be much Vexation to your Ape. q 
Thus, for my Duty's ſake, I rather choſe 1. 
To c:ols my Friend in his intended Drift, 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your Head 

A pack of Sorrows, which would preſs you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeleſs Grave. 

Duke. Protbeus, I thank thee for thine honeſt care; 
Which to requite, command me while I live. 
This Love of theirs my ſelf have often ſeen, 
Haply when they have judg'd me faſt aſleep ; 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court ; 
Bot fearing leſt my jealous Aim mighterr, 
And ſo unworthily diſgrace the Man, 

A Raſhneſs that I ever yet have ſhunn'd ; 

I gave him gentle Looks, thereby to find 
That which thy ſelf hath now diſclos'd to me. 
And that thou may'ſt 3 my Fear of this, 
Knowing that tender Vouth is ſoon ſuggeſted, 
I nightly lodge her in an upper Tower, 

The Key whereof my ſelf have ever kept; 


And 
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And thence ſhe cannot be convey'd away, 
Pro, Know, noble Lord, they have devis'd a mean 
How he her Chamber-Window will aſcend, 
And with a corded Ladder fetch her down ; 
For which the youthful Lover now 1s gone, 
And this way comes he with it preſently : 
Where, if it pleaſe you, you may intercept him, 
But, good my Lord, do it fo cunningly, 
"That my Diſcovery be not aimed at ; 
For Love of you, not hate unto my Friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this Pretence. 
Duke. Upon mine Honour, he ſhall never know 
Tnat I had any Light from thee of this. 


Pro. Adieu, my Lord; Sir Valentine is coming. Ex,Pro. 


Enter Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo faſt ? 

Val. Pleaſe it your Grace there is a Meſſenger 
That ſtays to bear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke. Bethey of much import ? 

Val. The Tenure of them doth but fignifie 
My Health, and happy being at your Court. 

Duke. Nay, then no matter; ſtay with me a while; 
I am to break with thee of ſome Affairs 
Phat touch me near; wherein you mult be ſecret. 

' Tis not unknown tothee, that IJ have ſought 
To match my Friend, Sir Thuris, to my Daughter. 

Val. I know it well, my Lord, and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable.; beſides, the Gentleman 
Ts full of Virtue, Bounty, Worth and Qualities, 
Reſceming ſuch a Wife as your fair Daughter. 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke. No, truſt me, ſhe is peeviſh, ſullen, froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lacking Duty; 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my Child, 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her Father : 

Aid may I ſay to thee, this Pride of hers, 

Upon Advice, hath drawn my Love from her; 
And where I thought the Remnant of mine age 
Should have been cheriſh'd by her Child-like Duty, 
1] now am full reſolv'd to take a Wife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in: 

Then let her beauty be her Wedding-Dowre ; 
For me and my Poſſeſſions ſhe eſteems not- 
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Val. What would your Grace have me to do in this: 


Dake. There is a Lady in Verona here 
Whom I affect; but ſhe is nice and coy, 
And nought eſtcems my aged Eloquence: 
Now therefore would I have thee to my Tutor; 
For long agone I have forgot to court ; | 
Beſides, the Faſhion of the Time is chang'd, 
How, and which way I may beilow my ſelf, 
To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. 
Val. Win her with Gifts, if ſhe reſpects not Words 3 
v Dumb Jewels often in their ſilent kind, 
| More than quick Words, do move a Woman's Mind. 
Duke. But ſhe did ſcorn a Preſent that ] ſent her. 
Val. A Woman ſometimes ſcorns what belt contents herz 
Send her another ; never give her o'er ; 
For Scorn at firſt makes After-love the more. 
If ſhe do frown, tis not in Hate of yo u, 
But rather to beget more Love in you: 

f ſhe dochide, tis not to have you gone: 4 
For why, the Fools are mad if left alone. | 
Take no Repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay ; 

For, Get you gone, ſhe doth not mean awar : 
Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extol their Graces ; 
Tho ne'er fo black, ſay they have Angel: Faces. 
That Man that hath a Tongue, I Hy, is no Man, 
ft with his Tongue he cannot win a Woman. | 
Dude. But ſhe I mean, is promis'd by her Friends 
[Unto a youthful Gentleman of worth, | 
And kept leverely from Reſort of Men, 
; That no Min hath Acceſs by Day to her. 
al. Why then I would reſort to her by Night. 
Duke, Ay, but the Doors be lockt, and Keys kept ſafe, 
That no Man hath Recourle to ker by Night. 
Val. What lets but one may enter at her Window? 
Dube. Her Chamber is alot far from the Ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his Life, 
Val. Why then a Ladder qiain:ly made of Cordes, 
Jo caſt up, with a pair of authoring Hooks, 
Would ferve to ſcale another He's Lower, 
So bold Leandir would adventure it. 
Dake. Now as thou art a Gemleman of Blood, 
Adviſe me where I may have ſuch a Ladder. p 
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Val. When would you uſe it? pray Sir, tell me that. 
Dube. 'I is very Night; for Love is like a Child, 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeven a Clock il get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Duke, But hark thee: I will go to her alone; 
Eow ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thither ? 
Val. It will be light, my Lord, that you may bear it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length. 
Dake. A Cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn? 
Val. Aye, my Good Lord. 
Due Then let me ſee thy Cloak; 
F'il get me one of ſuch another length. 1 
Val. Why any Cloak will ſerve the turn. my Lord. 
Duke. How ſhall I faſhion me to wear a Cloak: 
T pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me. 
What Letter is this ſame ? Whats a to Silvia? 
And here an Engine fit for my Proceeding ? 
F'1! be ſo bold to break the Seal for once. [Duke Read. 
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My Thoushts do harbour avith my Silvia nightly, If 
And Slawes they are to me that ſend them flying : Fc 
Ob, could their Maſter come, and go as lightly, 7 
Himfelf would lodge where, ſenſeleſs, they are Hing: 7 
iy Herald Thoughts in thy pure Boſom reſt them, 5 Bi 
While I, their King, that thither them importune, 
Do curſe the Grace that with ſach Grace hath bleſt igen. 
Becauſe my ſelf do want my Serwants Fortune: c 
{ curſe my ſelf, for they are ſent by me, 
That they ſhould barbeur where their Lord would be, 
What's here? Szivia, this Night will I enfranchiſe thes ; $4 
*[is {9.3 and here's the Ladder for the Purpoſe. 
Why Phaeton, for thou art Merop's Son, 
Wilt-thou aſpire to guide the heav'nly Car ? 
And with thy daring Folly burn the World: 
Wilt thou reach Stars, becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 
Go, baſe Intruder] over-weaning Slave! 
Eeſtow thy fauning Smiles on equal Mates, 
Ard.thuik my Patience, more than thy Deſert, 
- Is Privilege for thy Departure hence: 
Thank me for this, more than for all the Favours 
Which, all too much, I have beſtow'd on thee, 
But if you linger in my Territories, 
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Longer than ſwiſteſt Expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, 
By Heav'n, my Wrath ſhall far exceed the Love 
I ever bore my Daughter, or thy ſelf: 
Be gone, Iwill not hear thy vain Excufe, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy Liſe, make ſpeed from hence. 
Exit. 
Val. And why not Death rather than living To ? 
To die, is to be bamiſh'd from my ſelf, 
And Silvia is my ſelf; baniſh'd from her 
Is felf from ſelf : A deadly Baniſhment ! 
What Light is Light, if Si “via be not ſeen ? 
What Joy is Joy, if % be not by? 
Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perte tion. 
Except I be by Silvia in the Night, 
There is no Muſick in the Nightingale: 
Unleſs I look on Silvia in the Day, 
There is no Day for me to look upon: 
She is my Eſſence, and ] leave to be, 
If I be not by her fair Influence 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive, 
I fly not Death to fly his deadly Doom; 
Tarry I here, I but attend on Death; 
But fly I hence, I fly away from Life. 
Enter Protheus and Launce. 
Pro. Run, Boy, run, run, and ſeek him out; 
Laun, Soa-hough, Soa-hough —— 
Pro. Wnat ſeeſt thou? 
Laun. Him we go to find : 
There's not an Hair on's Head but tis a Valentine, 
Pro. Valentine? 
Val. No. 
Pro. Who then; his Spirit? 
Val. Neither. 
Pro. What then? 
Val. Nothing. 
Laun. Can nothing ſpeak ? Maſter, ſhall I Arlke 2 2 
Pro. Whom wouldſt thou ſtrike ? 
Laun. Nothing. 
Pro. Villain, forbear. 
Laun. Why, Sir, L'Il ſtrike nothing; I pray you. 
Pro. Sirrah, [ fay, forbear: F B 7 ue, a Word. 
5 D - "Ul, 
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7 al. My Ears are ſtopt, and cannot hear good News, 
So much of bad already hath poſſeſt them. 


Pro. Then in dumb Silence will I bury mine; Eve 
For they are harſh, untuneable, and bad. Th. 
Val. Is Silvia dead? Cor 
Pro. No, Valentine. Ane 
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for ſacred Silvia : Of 
Hath ſhe forſworn me ? | As 
Pro. No, Valentine. Reg 
Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſworn me: } 
What is your News ? Bid 
Laus. Sir, there is a Proclamation that you are vaniſſid. | F 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd ; oh that's the News, J 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy Friend. | i 
Val. Oh, I have fed upon this Woe already; Vit 
And now Exceſs of it will make me ſurfeit. all. 
Doth Silvia know that am baniſhed ? kno 
Pro. Ay, ay, and ſhe hath offered to the Doom, ES 
Which unrevers'd ſtands in eſfectual Force, love 
A Sea of melting Pearl, which ſome call Tears: tell 
Thoſe as her Father's churliſh Feet ſhe tender 'd, Nai 
With them, upon her Knees, her humble ſelf, is ] 
Wringing her Hands, whoſe W hiteneſs ſo became them, mor 
As if but now they waxed pale for Wo, | a b 
But neither bended Knees, pure Hands held up, Pap 
Sad Sighs, deep Groans, nor ſilver-ſnedding Tears, carr 
Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate Site; tetc] 
But Valentine, if he be ta'en, muſt die. Jade 
Beſides, her Interceſſion chaf d him ſo, in a 


When ſhe for thy _—_ was ſuppliant, 
That to cloſe Priſon he commanded her, 
With many bitter Threats of biding there. 
'al. No more, unleſs the next Word that thou ſpeakꝰ'ſt 
Have ſome malignant Power upon my Life : 
It fo, I pray thee breathe it in mine Ear, 
As ending Anthem of my endleſs Dolour. 
Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not help, 
And ſtudy Help for that which thou lament'it. 
Time is the Nurſe and Breeder of all Good : 
Here if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy Love; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy Life. 
is a Lover's Staff, walk hence with that, 
And manage it againſt deſpairing Thoughts, 
. * | Thy 
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Thy Letters may be here, tho' thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 
Even in the milk-white Boſom of thy Love. 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulate ; 
Come, III convey thee through the City-gate, 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Ot all that may concern thy Love-aftairs : 
As thou lov'ſt Silvia, tho' not for thy ſelf, 
Regard thy Danger, and along with me. 
Val. I pray thee Launce, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy, 
Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the North-Gate. 
Pro. Go Sirrah, find him out: Come Valentine ! 
Val. O my dear Silvia ! hapleſs Valentine]! [ Execunt. 
Laun. I am but a Fool, look you, and yet I have the 
Wit to think my Maſter is a kind of a Knave : But that's 
all one, if he be but one Knave. He lives not now that 


knows me to be in love, yet I am in love; but a Teem 


of Horſe ſhall not pluck that from me, nor who 'tis I 
love, and yet 'tis a Woman; but what Woman will not 
tell my ſelf; and yet 'tis a Milk-maid: yet 'tis not a 
Maid, for ſhe hath had Goflips ; yet 'tis a Maid, for ſhe 
is her Maſter's Maid and ſerves for Wages : She hath 
more Qualities than a Water-Spaniel, which is much in 
a bare Chriſtian. Here is the Cat-log [ Pulling out @ 
Paper] of her Conditions; Imprimis, She can fetch and 
carry; why a Horſe can do no more, nay a Horſe cannot 
fetch, but only carry; therefore is the better than a 
Jade. Jem, the can milk; look you, a ſweet Virtue 
in a Maid with clean Hands. 


Enter Speed. 


cd. How now Signior Laurce ? What News with 
y our Maſterſhup ? 
Laun. With my Maſterſhip ? Why, it is at Sea. 
Speed. Well, your old Vice ſtill; miſtake the Word: 
Wat News then in your Paper ? 
Laun. The blackeſt News that ever thou heard'ſt. 
Speed. Why Man, how black ? a 
Laun. Why, as black as Ink. 
Speed. Let me read them. | 
Laun. Fie on thee, Jolthead, thou canſt not read, 
_ Speed. Thou lieſt, I can, > 


* 


„ Laun. I will try thee ; tell me this, who begot thee ? 
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Speed. Marry, the Son of my Grand-father. 

Laun. O illiterate Loiterer, it was the Son of thy 
Grand-mother ; this proves that thou canſt not read. 

Speed. Come Fool, come, try me in thy Paper, 

Laun. There, and 8. Nicholas be thy Speed. 

Steed. Imprimis, ſhe can milk, 

Laun. Ay, that ſhe can. 

Speed, Item, ſhe brews good Ale. 

Laun. And thereof comes the Proverb, Big of 
your Heart, you brew good Ale. 

Spced. Item, ſhe can ſowe. 

Laun. That's as much as to ſay, Can be ſo? 

Speed. Item, ſhe can knit. 

Laun. What need a Man care for a Stock with a Wench, 

When ſhe can knit him a Stock 
Steed. Item, ſhe can waſh and ſcour. 

Laun, A ſpecial Virtue, for then ſhe need not to be 
waſh'd and ſcour'd. 

Speed. Item, ſhe can ſpin. 

Laun. Then may 7 ſet the World on Wheels, when 
ſhe can ſpin for her living. 

Speed. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſs Virtues. 

Laun. That's as much as to fay Baſtard Virtues, that 
indeed know not their Fathers, and therefore have no 
Names. 

Speed. Here follows her Vices. 

Laun. Cloſe at the Heels of her Virtues. 

Specd, Item, ſhe is not to be Kiſt faſting, in reſpect of 
her Breath. 

Laun. Well, that Fault may be mended with a Breakfaſt: 
Read on. 

Speed. Item, ſne hath a ſweet Mouth. 

Laun. That makes amends for her tour Breath. 

Speed, Item, ſhe doth talk in her Sleep. 

Laun. It's no matter for that, ſo ſhe ſleep not in her Tall. 

Speed. Item, ſhe is flow in Words, 

Laun. Oh Villain! That ſet down among her Vices! 
To be flow in Words is a Woman's only Virtue : 

T pray thee out with't, and place it for &% chief Virtue, 
Speed. Item, ſhe is proud. | 
Laun, Out with that too: 

Tt was Eve's Legacy, and cannot be ta'en from her; 

Speed. Item, ſhe hath-no Teeth, 


Laung 
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Laun. I care not for that neither, becauſe 7love Crufts. 

Steed. item, ſhe is curſt. 

Laun. Well, the beſt is ſhe hath no Teeth to bite. 

Speed. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her Liquor. 

Laun. If her Liquor be good, ſhe ſhall ; if the will not, 
J will, for good things ſhould be praiſed. 

Speed. Item, ſhe is too liberal. 

Laux Of her Tongue ſhe cannot, for that's writ down 
ſhe is {low of; of her Purſe ſhe ſhall not, for that JI keep 
ſhut ; now of another thing ſhe may, and that cannot 7 
help. Well, proceed. 

Speed. Item, ſhe hath more Hairs than Wit. and more 
Faults than Hairs, and more Wealth than Faults. 

Laun. Stop there; [ll have her; ſhe was mine, and 
not mine, twice or thrice in that Article. Rehearſe that 
once more. 

Spced. Item, ſhe hath more Hair than Wit. 

Laun. More Hair than Wit; it may be 7'1l prove it: 
The Cover of the Salt hides the Salt, and therefore it is 
more than the Salt ; the Hair that covers the Wit 1s 
more than the Wit; for the greater hides the leſs. 
What's next'? 

Speed. And more Faults than Hairs. 

Laun, That's monſtrous: Oh that that were out. 

Speed. And more Wealth than Faults. 

Laun. Why that Word makes the Favlts gracious : 
Welt; T have her; and if it be a Match, as nothing 
is impoſſible =— x 

oped, What then? | | 

Laun. Why then will 7 tell thee, that thy Maſter 
ſtays for thee at the North-Gate, 

Speed. For me? | 

Lawn. For thee ? ay; who art thou? He hath ſtaid for 
a better Man than thee. 

Speed. And muſt 7 go to him ? 

Lau, Thou mult run to him; for thou haſt ſaid fo 
long that going will ſcarce ſerve the turn. 

Speed. Why didſt nat tell me ſooner ? Pox on your 
Love Letters. 

Laun. Now will he be iwiny'd for re:ding my Letter: 
An unmannerly Slave, that will thruſt himielf into 
Secrets. 1] after, to rejoyce in the-Boy's Cor: ection. 

1 5 [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IH. 
Enter Duke and Thurio. 


Du. Sir 7. hario, fear not, but that ſhe will love you, 


Now Valentine is baniſh'd from her Sight. 

| Thu, Since his Exile ſhe hath deſpis d me moſt, . 
Forſworn my Company, and rail'd at me, 

That I am deſperate of obtaining her. 

Du. This weak impreſs of Love, is as a Fi igure 
Trenched in Ice, Which with an Hour's Heat 
Diſſolves to Water, and doth loſe his Form. 

A little time will melt her frozen Thoughts, 
And worthleſs Valentine ſhall be forgot. 


Enter Protheus. 


How now Sir Protbeus; is your Countryman, 
According to our Proclamation gone; 

Pro. Gone, my good Lord. 

Da. My Daughter takes his going heavily, 


Pro. A little time, my Lord, will kill that Grief. 


Du. So I believe; but Yuris thinks not 10. 
Pratheus, the good Conceit J hold of thee, 
For thou haſt ſhown ſome ſign of good Deſert, 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer than I. prove loyal to your Grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know'it how W illingly I would effect 
The Math between Sir Thurio and my Daughter. 

Pro. I do, my Lord. 

Da. And as T do think thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes her againit my Will. 


Pro. She did, my Lord, when Valentine was here. 


Du. Ay, and perverſely ſhe perſeveres fo. 
What might we do to make the Girl forget 
The Love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurz. 

Pro. The belt way is to ſlander Falentine 

With Falſhood, Cowardiſe and poor Deſcent : 

'F hree things that Women highly hold in Rate, 
Du. Ay, but ſhe'll think that it is ſpoke in Hate, 
Pro. Ay, if his Enemy deliver it: 

Therefore it muſt with Circumſtance be ſpoken 

By one whom ſhe eſteemeth as his Friend. 
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4.1 
Du Then you muſt undertake to ſlander him. 
Pro. And that, my Lord, I ſhall be lotn to do; 
Tis an ill Office for a Gentleman, 
Eipecially againft his very Friend. 
Dy. Where your good Word cannot "advantage him, 
Your Slander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the Office is indifferent, 
Being intreated to it by your Friend. 
Pro. You have prevail'd my Lord: If I can do it, 
By ought that I can ſpeak in his Diſpraiſe, 
She ſhall not long continue Love to him. 
But ſay this wean her Love from Valentine, 
It follows not that ſhe will love Sir Thur 79, 
Thu. Therefore as you unwind her Love from him, 
Leſt it ſhould ravel, and be good to none, 
You muſt provide to bottom it on me: 
Which muſt be done, by praiſing me as much 
As you in Worth diſpraiſe Sir Valentine. h 
Du. And, Protheus, we dare truſt you in this kind, 
Pecauſe we know, on Vauntines Report, 
You are already Love's firm Votary, 
And cannot ſoon Revolt and change your Mind. 
Upon this Warrant ſhall you have Acceſs, 
Where you with Si/v/a may confer at large: 
For ſhe is lumpiſh, heavy, melancholy, 
And, for your Friend's ſake, will be glad of you; 
Where you may temper her, by your Perſuaſion, 
To hate young Valentine, and love my Friend. 
Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect. 
But you, Sir Thuris, are not ſharp enough; 
You mult lay Lime, to tangle her Defires - 
By wailful Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rhimes 
Shall be full fraught with ſerviceable Vows. | 
Du. Ay, much is the Force of Heav'n bred Poeſie. 
Pro. Say, that upon the Altar of her Beauty 
You facrifice your Tears, your Sighs, your Heart: 
Write till your Ink be dry, and with your Tears 
Moiſt it again, and frame {ome feeling Line 
That may diſcover ſuch Integrity : 
For Orpheus Lute was ſtrung with Poets Sinews, 
Whole golden Touch could ſoften Stce! and Stones, 
Make Jigers tame, and huge Lewviathans 


Forfake unfounded Deeps, and dance on Sands. 
After 
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After your erg . Elegies, 
Viſit by Night your Lady's Chamber- Window 
With ſome tweet Conſort: To their Inſtruments 
Tune a deploring Dump ; the Night's dead Silence 
Will well become ſome {wect complaining Grievance, 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Du. This diſcipline ſhews thou haſt been in Love. 
Thu. And thy Advice this Night Tl put in practiſe; 
Therefore ſweet Pretbeus, my Direction-giver, 
Let us into the City preſently 
To ſort ſome Gentlemen well ſcill'd in Muſick : 
I have a Sonnet that will ſerve the turn 
To give the Onſet to thy good Advice. 
Du. About it Gentlemen. 
Pro. We'll wait upon your Grace tiil after Supper, 
And afterwards determine our Preceedings. 
Du. Even now about it. 7 will pardon you. [ Exeunt, 


ACT-1V,-8CENE-L 
SCENE 2 Foreſt. 


Enter certain Qut-laws, 


1 Out. 


Ellows, ſtand faſt : J ſee a Paſſenger, 
2 Out. 


If there be ten,ſhrink not, but down with'em; 


Enter Valentine and Speed. 


3 Out. Stand, Sir, and throw us that you have about ye, 
I not, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle you. 
Speed. Sir, we are undone ; theſe are the Villains 
'That all the Travellers do fear fo much. 
Val. My Friends. 
1 Out. That's not ſo, Sir; we are your Enemies. 
2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him. 
3 Out. Ay by my Beard will we; for he is a proper 
[\ian, 
Vat. 
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Val. Then know that 7 have little to loſe ; 
A Man I am, croſs'd with Adverſity; 
My -Riches are theſe poor Habiliments 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the Sum and Subſtance that J have, 
2 Out. Whither travel you? 
Val. To Verona. 
1 Out. Whence came you? 
al. From Millan. 
3 Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there 
Val. Some ſixteen Months, and longer might have ſtaid 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Val. | was. 
2 Out. For what Offence ? 
al. For that which now torments me to rehcarſe: 
I kilbd a Man, whoſe Death I much repent 
But yet I flew him mantuily in Fight, 
Without falſe Vantage, or bale  reachery. 
1 Out. Why nc'er repent it, if it were done foe 
But were you baniſhed tor io {mall a Fault? 
al. I was, and held me glad of ſuch a Doom, 
1 Out. Have you the Tongues? 
Val. My youth Travel therein made me happy, 
Or elſe I often had been miſerable. 
3 Out, By the bare Scalp of Rebin Hood's fat Friar, 
This fellow were a King for our wild Faction. 
1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs a Word. 
Speed. Maſter, be one of them: 
It's an konourable Kind of Thievery. 
Val. Peace, Villain. 
2 Out. Tell us this; have you any thing to tale to ? 
Val. Nothing but my Fortune. 
3 Out. Know then, that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the Fury of ungovern'd Youth 
Ihruſt from the Company of aweful Men: 
Myſelt was from Verona baniſhed, | 
For practiſing to ſteal away a Lady, | 
An Heir, and Niece, ally'd unto the Duke. 
2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a Gentleman, 
Who in my Mood, I ſtabb d unto the Heart. 
1 Out. And I for ſuch like pretty Crimes as theſe. 
But to the Purpoſe ; for we cite our Faults, 


That 
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'Taat they may hold excus'd our Lawleſs Lives; 
And partly ſeeing you are beautify'd A 
With goodly Shape, and by our own Report, 
A Linguiit, and a Man of ſuch Perfection 
As we do in our Quality much want. 

2 Out. Indeed becauie you are a baniſh'd Man, 
Therefore, above the reit, we parley to you ; - v 
Are you content o be our General? 
To make a Vir ue of Neceflity, a 
And live as we do in the Wilderneſs ? 

3 Out. What ſay it thou? wilt thou be of our Conſort, 
Say Ay, and be the Cap:ain of us all: 
We'll do thee Homage, and be rul'd by thee, I 
Love thee as our Commander and our King. 

3 Out. But if thou ſcorn our Courteſfie, thou dy'ſt. 

2 Out. Thou ſhalt not livetobrag what we have ofe1'd. 

Val. I take your Offer, and will live with you, ] 
Provided that you do no Outrages 
On filly Women, or poor Paſſengers. | 

3 Out. No, we deteit ſuch vile baſe Practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our Crews, 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have got; 
Which, with ourſelves, ſhall reſt at thy Diſpoſe. [ Eæcunt. 


S SCENE II. 


Enter Protheus. 


Pro. Already have been falſe to Valentine, 

And now I muſt be as unjuſt to Yuris, 

Under the Colour of commending him, 

J have Acceſs my own Love to prefer; 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthleſs Gifts. 

When I proteſt true Loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my Falſhood to my Friend: 

When to her Beauty I commend my Vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forſworn 

In breaking Faith with Julia, whom I lov'd. 

And notwithſtanding all her ſudden Quips, 

The leaſt whereof would quell a Lover's Hope, 

Yet, Spaniel-like, the more ſhe ſpurns my Love, 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her ſtill. _ 

But here comes Wurio: Now muſt we to her n 
n 
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And give ſome Evening Muſick to her Ear. 


Thy 
Pro 


Enter 'Thurio ard Muſicians. 
How now, Sir Protheus, are you crept before us? 


Ay, gentle Yuri; for you know that Love 


Will creep in Service where it cannot go. 


Thu 
Pro 
Thu 
'Pro 
Thu 


Ay, but J hope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Sir, but I do, or e'te I would be hence. 

. Whom, Siva ? 

. Ay, Silvia, for your Sake. 

. I thank you for your own: Now Gentlemen 


Let's turn, and to it taſlily a while. 


Enter Hoſt, and ſulia n Boys Claths, 


Host. Now my youngGueſt; methinks you're all ychol'y: 
I pray what eis it? 

Jul. Marry, mine Heſt, becauſe I cannot be merry. 

H. Come, we'll have you merry: I'll bring you 
where you {hal hear Muſick, and fee the Gentleman that 
you aſk'd for. 

Jul. But ſhall I hear him ſpeak ? 

Hs/t. Ay, that you ſhall. 

Jul. That will be Muſick. 


Hef 


. Hark, hark. 


Jul. Is he among theſe ? 
1%. Ay; but Peace, let's hear em. 


SONG. 


Jo is Silvia? vhat is be? 

That all her Swains commend her? 
Holy, fair and wiſe ts ſpe, 

{he Heaw'n ſuch Grace did lend her, 


That ſhe might admired be. 


Is foe kind as foe is fair? 
For Beauty lives with Kindneſs. 
Love doth to her Eyes repair, 
To help him of his Blindneſs : 


And Being help'd inhahits there. 


Then to Silvia let us fing, 
That Silvia zs excelling ; 
She excels each mortal Thin 


Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 


To Her let us Garland bring. 
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Hot, How now? are you ſadder than you were before? 
How do you, Man? the Muſic likes you not, 

Jul. You miſtake; the Muſician likes me not. 

Hoſt. Why, my pretty Youth ? 

Jul. He plays falſe, Father. 

Hoſt. How, out of Tune on the Strings? 

Jul. Not ſo; but yet 
So falſe, that he grieves my very Heart-ſtrings. 

Hof. You have a quick Far, 

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf; it makes me have a 
flow Heart. 

Hzft. I perceive you delight not in Muſick. 

Jul. Not a Whit, when it jars fo, 

Ht. Hark what fine Change is in the Muſick, 

Jul. Ay; that Change is the Spight 

Hoft. You would have them always play but one Thing. 

Jul. I would always have one play but one Thing. 
But, Hoſt, doth this Sir Protheus, that we talk on, 
Otten reſort unto this Gent'ewoman ? 

Hot. I tell you what Launce, his Man, told me, 
He lov'd her out of all Nick. 

Jul. Where is Launce ? 
Het. Gone to ſcek his Dog, which To- moriow, by 


his Maiter's Command, he muſt carry for a Preſent to 
his Lady, | 

Jul. Peace, ſtand aſide, the Company parts. 

Pro. Sir Wurio, fear not; I will ſo plead, 
That you ſhall ſay, my cunning Drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet ve? 

Pro. At Saint Gregory's Well. 

Thu Farewel, [ Ex, Thu. and Muſic. 


Enter Silvia above. 
Pro. Madam, good Even to your Lady ſſi p. 
Sil. I thank you for your Mufick, Gentlemen: 
Who is that that ſpake ? 
Pro. One, Lady, if you knew his pure Hezri''s Truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his Voice. 
Sil. Sir Protheus, as I take it.“ s 
Pee. Sir Protheus, gentle Lady, and your Servant. 
Sil. What's your Win: 
Pro, That I may compals yours. 
Sil. You have your Wiſh; my Will is ever . 
nat 
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That preſently thou hie you home to Bed. 
Thou ſubtle, perjur'd, falſe, diſloyal Man, 
Think'ſt thou I am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſs, 
To be feduced by thy Flattery, 
That haſt deceived ſo many with thy Vows? 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends, 
For me, by this pale Queen of Night I ſwear, 
I am ſo far from granting thy Requeſt, 

. 'That I deſpite thee for thy wrongful Suit; 
And, by and by, intend to chide my elf, 
Even for this Time I ſpend in talking to thee. 

Pro, I grant, feet Love, that I did love a Lady, 
But ſhe is dead. 

Jul. Twere falſe, if I ſhould ſpeak it; 

For I am ſure ſhe 15 not buried. 

Sil. Say that ſhe be; yet Valentine, thy Friend, 
Survives; to whom, thy ſeif art Witness, 

J am betroth'd : And art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him with thy Importunacy ? 

Pro. I likewiſe hear that Valertine is dead. 

Sil. And fo ſuppoſe am I ; for in his Grave, 
Aſſure thy ſelf, my Love is buried. 

P/. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the Earth. 

Sil Go to thy Lady's Grave, and call her thence, 
Or, at the leaſt, in hers Sepulchre tune. 

Jul. He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam, if your Heart be ſo obdurate, 
Vouchiafe me yet your Picture for my Love, 
The Picture that is hanging in your Chaml er: 

To that Vil ſpeak, to that I'il ſigh and weep ; 
For ſince the Subſtance of your perfect ſelf 

Is clte devouted, I am but a Shadow; 

Ard to your Shadow will I make true Love. 

Jul. If *twere a Subſtance you would fure deceive it, 
And make it but a Shadow, as I am. 

Sil. J am very loth to be your Idol, Sir; 

But ſince your Falſhood ſhall become you well, 
To worſhip Shadows, and adore falſe Shapes, 
Send to me in the Morning, and I'll tend it: 
And fo good Reſt. 

Pro. As Wretches have o'er Night. 


That wait for Executiot in the Morn. [Exc. Pro. and Sil. 


Tul. 
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Jul. Hoſt, will you go? 

Hot, By my Hallidom, I was faſt aſleep. 

Jul. Pray you where lies Sir Protheus ? 

Hoſt. Marry, at my Houle : 
Truſt me, I think "tis almoſt Day. 

Jul. Not fo : but it hath been the longeſt Night 
That e'er I watch'd, and the moſt heavieſt. { Exounr, 


SEN II. 


Enter Eglamour. 


Eel. This is the Hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call and know her Mind: 
There's ſome great Matter ſhe'd employ me in. 
Madam, Madam. ; 


Enter Silvia above. 
Sil. Who calls? 
Egl. YourServant and your Friend; 
One that attends your Ladyſhip's Command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamcur, athouſand times Good-morrow. 
Egl. As many, worthy Lady, to your felf : 
According to your Lady ſhip's Impoſe, 
I 2m thus early come, to know what Service 
It is your Pieaſure io command me in. 
Sil. Oh Eglamcur, thou art a Gentleman; 


Think not ] flatter, for I ſwear I do not; 1 
Valiant, wiſe, remorieful, well accompliſh'd ; him 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good Will a Pi 
I bear unto the baniſt'd FValintine ; or f 
Nor how my Father would enforce me marry hav 
Vain Thuris, whom my very Soul abhorr'd. IW. 
Thy {elf haſt lov'd, and I have heard thee ſay, a P. 
No Grief did come ſo near thy Heart, no: 
As when thy Lady and thy true Love dy'd; to h 
Upon whoie Grave thou vow'd'ſt pure Chaſtity. | foul 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine Con 
To Mantua, where I hear he makes Abode : take 
' And, for the Ways are dangerous to pals, Dog 
I do deſire thy worthy Company ; he 
Upon whoſe Faith and Honour I repoſe. rily 
Urge not my Father's Anger, Eglamaur 3 : ſuffe 
Put think upon my C rict, a Lady's Grief, into 
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And on the Juſtice of my flying hence, 

Jo keep me from a moſt unholy Match, 

Which Heav'n and Fortune ſtill rewards with Plagues, 
T do defire thee, even from a Heart 

As full of Sorrows as the Sea of Sands, 

To bear me Company, and go with me: 

If not, to hide what I have ſaid to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Egl. Madam, I pity much your Grievances ; 
Which, ſince I know, they virtuouſly are plac'd, 
I give Conſent to go along with you, 

Wreaking as little what betideth me, 
As much I wiſh all good betortune you. 
When will you go? 

Sil. This Evening coming. 

Egl. Where ſhall I meet you? 

Sil. At Friar Patrick's Cell; 

Where I intend holy Confeſſion. 

Egl. I will not fail your Ladyſhip: 
(;o00d-morrow, gentle Lady. 

Sil. Good-morrow, kind Sir Eglamour, [| Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Launce. 


Laun. Whena Man's Servant ſhall play the Cur with 
him, look you, it goes hard: One that I brought up of 
a Puppy, one that I ſav'd from drowning, when three 
or four of his blind Brothers and Siſters went to it! I 
have taught him, even as one would ſay preciſely, thus 
J would teach a Dog. I was ſent to deliver him as 
a Preſent to Mrs. S Ivia, from my Maſter ; and I came 
no ſooner into the Dining-Chamber, but he ſteps me 
to her Trencher, and ſteals her Capon's Leg. O, tis a. 
foul thing, when a Cur cannot keep himſelf in all 
Companies. I would have, as one ſhould ſay, one that 
takes upon him tobe a Dog indeed, to be, as it were, a 
Dog at all things. If I had not had more Wit than 
he to take a Fault upon me that he did, I think ve- 
Tily he had been hang'd for't, ſure as I live he had 
ſuffer'd for't ; you ſhall judge : He thruſts me himſelf 
into the Company of three or four more Gentleman- 
like Dogs, under the — Sg Table; he had not * 

"Fe. there 
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there, bleſs the Mark, a piſſing while, but all the Cham. 
ber melt him: Out with che Dog, ſays one; what 
Cnr is that? ſays another; whip him out, fays the 
third ; hang him up, ſays the Duke: I having been a 
quainted with the Smell before, knew it was Crab, ind 
goes me to the Fellow that whips the Dogs ; Friend, 
Juoth [, you mean to whip the Dog ? Ay marry do [, 
quoth he: You do him the more W rong, quoth I ; 'twas 
{ did the thing you wot of; he makes no more ado, 
but whips me out of the Chamber. How many! Maflers 
would do this for his Servant? Nay, I'll be ſworn I 
have fat in the Stocks for Puddings he hath ſtoll'n, 
otherwiſe he had been executed; 1 have ſtood on the 
Pillory for Geeie he hath kill d, otherwiſe he had 
ſuffer for't : Thou think'ſt not cf this now. Nay, I 
remember the Trick you ſerv'd me when I tool: my 
Leave of Madam Silvia; did not I bid thee ſtill mark 
me, and do as I do? When didſt thou tee me hcave up 
my Leg, and make Water againſt a Gentlewuman's 
F arthingale | ? Didſtthoueverſee me do ſuch a Trick? 


£ nter Protheus and Julia, 


Pro. Scbaſtian is thy Name? I like thee well, 
And will imploy thee in ſome Service preſently, 
ul. In what you pleaſe: il do, Sir, What I can. 
Pro. 1 hope thou wilt. 
How now, you Whore-ſon Peaſant, 
Where have you been theſe two Days loitering ? 

Lann. Marry, Sir, I carr'd Mitte Silvia the Dog 
you bad me. 

Pro. And what fays ſhe to my little Jewel! 

Laun. Marry, ſhe fays, your Dog was a Cur, and 
tells you, curri iſh Thanks is good enough for ſuch a 
Preſent. 

Pro. But ſhe receiv'd my Deg ? s 

Laun. No indeed ihe did not: 

Here have I brought him back again. 

Pro, What, did'tt thou offer her this from me? 

Lau. Ay Sir: the other Squirrel was toli'n from me 
By the Hangman's Boy in the Markct-Piace ; 

And den [ offer'd her mine own, who is a Dog. 
As big as ten of yours, and there tote the Gift the greater. 

Po. Go get the hence ard find my Dog ag Zain, = 

* 
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Or neer return again into my Sight : 
Away, I ſay; ſtay'ſt thou to vex me here? 
A Slave, that {1!] an end turns me to Shame. [ Exit. Laun. 


t Seba/tian, J have entertained thee, 

e Parily that I have need of ſuch a Youth, 

2 That can with ſome Diſcretion do my Buſineſs ; 
d For *tis no truſting to yon fooliſh Lowt : 

, But chiefly for thy Face and thy Behaviour, 

5 Which, if my Augury deceive me not, 

8 Witneſs good bringing up, Fortune and Truth: 
„ Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
5 Go preſently, and take this Ring with thee ;, 

[ Deliver it to Madam &:/vra. 

„, She lov'd me well. that deliver'd it to me. 

C Jul. It ſeems you lov'd not her, to leave her Token: 
d WM She is dead belike. - | 

I Pro. Not fo: I think ſhe lives. 

* Jul. Alas! Eo 

ER Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas ? 

p Jul. | cannat chuſe but pity her ? 

s Pro. Wherefore ſhouldit thou pity her ? 


Jul. Becauſe methinks, that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you do love your Lady Silvia: 
dhe dreams on him that has forgot her Love; 
You doat on her that cares not for your Love. 
"1'1s pity Love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 
And thinking on it makes me cry alas 
Pro. Well, give her that Ring, and therewithal 
This Letter; that's her Chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claim the Promiſe for her heav'nly Picture. 
oz Vour Meſſage done, hye home unto my Chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt find me fad and ſolitary. [Exiz. Pro- 
Jul. How many Women would do ſuch a Meſſage ? 


nd Alas, poor Pretheus, thou hatt entertain'd + 
a A Fox to be the Shepherd of thy Lambs: 


A'as, poor Fool, why do I pity him 
That with his very Heart deſpiſcth me; 
Becauſe he loves her, he deſpiſeth me; 
Becauſe I love him, I mult pity him. 
This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
ne 10 bind him to remember my good Will; 
And now am, unbappy Meſl-nger, 
To plead for that which I wauld not obtain ; 
er. To carry chat which I would have refuſcd; 
8 2 To 
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I am my Maſter's true confirmed Love, 
But cannot be true Servant to my Maſter, 
Unleſs I prove falſe Traitor to my {elf : 
Yet will 1 woo for him, but yet to coldly, 


T0 praiſe his Faith, which I would have diſpraisd. 


As, Heav'n it knows, I would not have him ſpeed, 


Enter Silvia. 


Gentlewoman, good Day ; I pray you be my mean 


'Vo bring me were to ſpeak with Madam $S:/w72. 


Sil. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe ? 


Jul. If you be ſhe, I do entreat your Patience 
To hear me ſpeak the Meſſage I am ſent on. 
Si. From whom ? 
Jul. From my Maſter, Sir Protheus, Madam. 
Sil. Oh! he ſends you for a Picture? 
Jul. Ay Madam. 
Sil. Ur/ula, bring my Picture there. 
Go, give your Maſter this; tell him from me, 
One Julia, that his changing Thoughts forget, 
Wouid better fit his Chamber than this Shadow. 
Jul. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter. 
Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a Paper that I ſhould not ; 
This is the Letter to your Lady ſhip. 
9/1. I pray thee let me look on that again. 
Jul. It may not be; good Madam, pardon me. 
S:/. There, hold; 
I will not look upon your Maſter's Lines, 
I know they are ſtuft with Proteſtations, 


And full of new. found Oath*, which he will break, 


As eaſy as I do tear his Paper. 


Jul. Madam he ſends your Lady ſhip this Ring. 
Sl. The more Shame for him that he ſends it me; 


For J have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 
His Julia gave it him at his Departure: 

'Fho' his falſe Finger have prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall not do his Julia ſo much Wrong. 
Jul. She thanks you. a 

Sil. What ſay'ſt thou? 


Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her; 
Poor Gentleweman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 


Sil. Doſt thou know her? 


Jul. 
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Jul. Almoſt as well as I do know my ſelf. 

To think upon her Woes, I do proteſt, 

That I have wept an hundred ſeveral times. 
Sil. Belike ſhe thinks that Protheus hath forſook her. 
Jul. I think ſhe doth ; and that's her caule of Sorrow. 
Sil. Is ſhe not paſſing fair? 

Jul. She hath been falrer, Madam, than ſhe is; 
When ſhe did think my Matter lov'd her well, 
She, in my Judgment, was as fair as you. 

But fince ſhe did neglect her Looking-Glaſs, 

And threw her Sun-expelling Mask away, 

The Air hath ſtarv'd the Roſes in her Checks, 7 

And pinch'd the Lilly-Tincture of her Face, 

That now ſhe is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was ſhe? 

Jul. About my Stature: For at Penteco/?, 

When all our Pageants of Delight were plaid, 

Our Youth got me to play the Woman's Part, , 

And I was trim'd in Madam Julia's Gown, 

Wich ſerved me as fit, by all Mens Judgments, 


As if the Garment had been made for me; 


Therefore 7 know ſhe is about my height. 
And at that time 7 made her weep agood, 
For I did play a lamentable Part. 
Madam, 'twas Ariadne paſſioning 
For Theſeus Perjury, and unjuſt Flight ; 
Which J fo lively acted with my Tears, 
That my poor Miſtreſs, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly ; and would J might be dead, 
It 7 in Thought felt not her very Sorrow. 

Sil. She is beholding to thee, gentle Youth, 
Alas, poor Lady ! deiolate and left ; 
1 weep my ſelf to think upon thy Words. 
Here Youth, there is a Purſe ; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Miſtreſs fake, becauie thou lov'ſt her, 
Farewel. [Exit Silvia. 

Jul. And ſhe ſhall thank you for't, it e' er you know 
A virtuous Gentlewoman, mild and beautiful. her. 
J hope my Maſter's Suit will be but cold, 
Since ſhe reſpects my Miſtreſs Love ſo much. 
Alas! how Love can tr:fle with it ſelf ! 
Here is her Picture; let me fee; J think, 
If 7 had ſuch a Tire, this Face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is i of hers. 
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And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 
Unleis 7 flatter with my ſelf too much. 

Her Ilair is Auburn, mine is perfect Yellow. 
If that be all the Difference in his Love, 

1˙¹ get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig. 

Her Eyes are Prey as Graſs, and ſo are mine; 


Ay, but her Forehead's low, and mine's as high, 
What ſhould it be that he reſpects in her, 

But I can make reſpective in my ſelf, 

Tf this fond Love were not a blinded God ? 

Come, Shadow, come, and take this Shadow up ; . 
For 'tis thy Rival. O thou ſenſeleſs Form, 

Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd and ador'd ; 
And were there Senſe in his Idolatry, | 
My Subſtance ſhould be Statue in thy ſtead. 

T'it uſe thee kindly for thy Miſtreſs ſake, 

That us'd me ſo; or elſe, by Jove I vow, 

I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſeeing Eyes, 


To make my Maſter out of Love with thee. [Zit. 


ATT Vc. I. 


Enter Eglamour. 
Fel. HE Sun begins to gild the Weſtern Sky, 
And now it is about the very Hour 
That Szivia, at Friar Patrick's Cell, ſhould meet me, 
She will not fail ; for Lovers break not Hours, 
Unleſs it be to come before their time: 
So much they ſpur their Expedition. 
See where ſhe comes. Lady, a happy Evening. 
Enter Silvia, 
Sil. Amen, Amen: Go on, good Eglamour, 
Out at the Poſtern by the Abby-wa'l ; 
fear Jam attended by ſome Spies. 
Ezl. Fear not; the Forreſt is not three Leagues off; 


It we recover that, we are ſure enough. [Za eunt. 


SCENE II. 


Exter Thurio, Protheus and julia. 
Tha. Sir Protheus, What fays Silvia to my Suit ? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 
And yet ſhe takes Exceptions at your Perſon. 
Thu. What, that my Leg 1s too long ? 
Pro. No; that it is too little. 0 


25 
. SSS See 


Thu, I'll wear a Boot to make it ſomewhat roun cc, 
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Pro. But Love will not be ſpurr'd to what it loaths. | 
Thu. What ſays ſhe to my Face ? | 
Pro. She ſays it is a fair one. y 
Thu. Nay, then the Wanton lies; my Face is black, 
Pro. But Pearls are fair; and the old Saying is, 

Black Men are Pearls in beauteous Ladies Eyes. 

Jul. Tis true, ſuch Pearls as put out Ladies Eyes; 

For I had rather wink than look on them, [ Hide. 
Thu. How likes ſhe my Diſcourſe ? 

Pro, Ill, when you talk of War. 
Thu. But well when 7 diſcourſe of Love and Peace, 
Jul. But better indeed when you hold your Peace. 
Thu, What ſays ſhe to my Valour ? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, ſne makes no doubt of that. 
Jul. She needs not, when ſhe knows it Cowardiſe. 
Thu, What ſays ſhe to my Birth? 
Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Jul. True; from a Gentleman to a Fool. 
Thu, Conſiders ſhe my Poſſeſſions? 
Pro. Oh, ay, and pities them. 
Thu. Wherefore ? 
Ful. That ſuch an Aſs ſhould owe them. 
Pro. That they are out by Leaſe. 
Jul. Here comes the Duke. 
Enter Duke. 
Duke, How now, Sir Protheus ? how now, Thurio ? 

Which of you ſaw Sir Eglamsur of late? 

Thu. Not J. 

Pro. Nor J. 

Duke. Saw you my Daughter ? 
Pro. Neither. 

Duke.” Why then 

She's fied unto the Peaſant Valentine; 

And Eglamaur is in her Company: 

"Tis true; for Friar Laurence met them both, 

As he, in Penance, wander'd through the Forreſt : 

Him he knew well, and gueſt that it was the ; 

But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it. 

Beſides, the did intend Confeflion 

At Patick's Cell this Even, and their ſhe was not: 

Theſe Likelihoods confirm her Flight from hence. 

Therefore 7 pray you ſtand not to Eſcourte, 

Bus mount you preſently, and meet with me 
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Upon the Riſing of the Mountain Foot 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled, 
Diſpatch, ſweet Gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit Duke, 
Thu. Why this it is to be a peeviſh Girl, 
T hat flies her Fortune where it follows her : 
Pl after, more to be reveng'd of Eglamour, 
Than for the Love of wreckleſs Silvia. 
Pro. And I will follow, more for S:tv!a's Love, 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. 
Jul. And I will follow, more to croſs that Love, 
Than Hate for Silvia, that is gone for Love, [ Exeurt. 


S CE NE II. 


N Enter Silvia and Out-laws. 


1 Out. Come, come, be patient 
We muſt bring you to our Captain. 
Sid. A thauiand more Miſchances than this one 
Have learn'd me how to broek this patiently. 
2 Out. Come, bring her away. 
1 Out. Where is the Gentleman that was with her? Bi 
3 Out. Beivg nimble footed, he hath out- run us; 
But Moes and Valerius follow him. | | 
i Go thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, 
| There is our Captain: We'll follow him that's fled. 
The T hicket is beſet, he cannot ſcape. Ss 5g 
1 Out. Come, I muſt bring you to.our Captain's Cave. R: 
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Fear not; he bears an honourable Mind, Ol 
And will not uſe a Woman lawleſsly, | W 
Sil. O Valentine] this 7 endure for thee, [ Zæeunt. 7 
| 
| + STE NEV. * 
| Enter Valentine. | w. 
Val. How Uſe doth breed a Habit in a Man!, — 
This ſhadowy Deſart, unfrequented Woods, WI 
| I better brook. than flouriſhing peopled 'I owns, 
Here can fit alone, unſeen ot any, Re 
And to the Nightingale's complaining Notes Fo 
Tune my Diſtreſſes, and record my Woes. tat 
O thou that doſt inhabit in. my Breaſt, De 
Leave not the Manſion ſo long Tenantleſs, Th 
Leſt, growing ruinous, the Building, fall, RY IN An 
| | And 
| 
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And leave no Memory of what it was. 
Repair me with thy Preſence, Silva. 
Thou gentle Nymph, cheriſh thy forlorn Swain. 
What Hollowing, and what Stir is this to Day ? 
Theſe are my Mates, that make their Wills their Law, 
Have ſome unhappy Paſſenger in chaſe, 
They love me well, yet I have much to do 
To keep them from uncivil Outrages. 
Withdraw thee Yalentine: Who's this comes here? 
Enter Protheus, Silvia, ard julia. 
Pro. Madam, this Service have I gone for you, 
Tho' you reſpe& not ought your Servant aoth, 
'Fo hazard Life, and reſcue you from him 
'That wou'd have forc'd your Honour and vour Love. 
Vouchſafe me for my Meed but one fair Look, 
A ſmaller Boon than this I cannot beg, 
And leſs than this Fm ſure you cannot give. 
Val. How like a Dream is this? J ſee and hear: 
Love, lend me Patience to forbear a-while. ; 
Sil. O miſerable unhappy that 7 am. 
Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I came; 
But by my coming I have made you happy. 
Sil. By thy Approach thou mak'ſt me moſt unhappy. 
Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your 3 
ide. 
Sl. Had Ibeen ſeiz'd by a hungry Lion, i 
J wou'd I had been a Breakfaſt to the Beaſt, 
Rather than have falſe Prothens reſcue me. 
Oh Heav'n be Judge how I love Valentine, 
Whoſe Life's as tender to me as my Soul; 
And full as much, for more there cannot be, 
Ido deteſt falſe perjur'd Protheus ; 
Therefore be gone, follicit me no more. 
Pro. What dangerous Action, ſtood it next to Death, 
Would 7 not undergo for one calm Look: ? 
Oh, 'tis the Curſe in Love, and {till approv'd, 
When Women cannot love where they're belov'd. 
Sil. When Protheus cannot love where he's belov'd. 
Read over 7ulia's Heart, thy firſt beſt Love, 
For whoſe dear Sake thou didſt then rend thy Faich 
Into a thouſand Oaths; and all thoſe Oaths 
Deſcended into Perjury to deceive me. 
Thou haſt no Faith left now, unleſs thou'dſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none: Better have none 
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Than plural Faith, which is too much by one; 
Thou Counterfeit to thy true Friend. 

Pr2. In Love, 

Who reſpects Friend? 

Sil. All Men but Protheus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle Spirit of moving Words 
Can no way change you to a milder Form; 
P1l move you like a Soldier, at Arm's end, 
And love you 'gainſt the Nature of Love; force ve, 

S:/, Oh Reav'n ! 

Pro. Vil force thee yield to my Defire. 

Val Rufhan, let go that rude uncivil Touch, 

Thou Friend of an ill Faſhion. 

Pro. Valentine! | 

Jul. Thou conimonFriend, that's without Faith or Love: 
For ſuch is a Friend now: Thou treacherous Man 
Thou haſt beguil'd my Hopes; nought but mine Eye 
Could have perſuaded me. Now I dare not ſay 
have one Friend alive; thou would'it diſprove me: 
V'ho ſhould be truſted now, when one's Right-hand 
Ts perju:'d to the Bolom ? Protheus, 

Jam orry I muſt never truſt thee more, 

But count the World a Stranger for thy Sake. 

The private Wound is deepeſt. Oh time, molt accurt ! 

'Movgit all Foes, that a Friend ſhould be the work: : 
Pro, My Shame and Guilt confound me: 

Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty Sorrow 

Be a ſufficient Ranſom for Offence, 

J tender't here; J do as truly ſuffer, 

As &er ] did commit. — 
Fel. Then I am paid: 

And once again I do receive thee honeſt. 

Vho by Repentance is not ſatisfy'd, 

Ts nor of Heav'n nor of Earth, for theſe are pleas'd; 

By Penitence th' Eternal's Wrath's appeas'd. 

And thit my Love may appear plain and tree, 

All that was mine in $i/r1a, I give thee. 

Jul. Oh me unhappy ! 

Pro. Look to the Boy. 

Val. Why, Boy? 
Why Whag, how now ? what's the Matter? look up; 
ſpeak. . 
#1. O good Sir, my Maſter charg'd me to deliver a 


Ring to Madam Silvia, which, out of my Neglect, was 
never done. Pro. 
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Pro. Where is that Ring, Boy ? | 

Jul. Here "tis; This is it. | 

Pro. How? let me ſee; / 
Why, this is the Ring I gave to Julia. 

Jul Oh, cry you mercy, Sir, I have miſto9! 

This is the Ring you ſent to Silvia. 

Pro. But how cam'f thou by this Ring? at my Depart 
I gave this unto Julia. 

Jul. And Fulia herſelf did give it me. 

And Julia herſelf hath brought it hither, | 

Pro. How, Julia? 

Jul. Behold her that gave Aim to all thy Outhe, | 
And entertain'd em deeply in her Heart: 

How oft haſt thou with Perjury cleft the Root? 
Oh Pretheus, let this Habit make thee bluth ! 
ze thou aſham'd that I have took upon me > 
Such an immodeſt Rayment. If Shame live 
In a Diſguiſe of Love. 
It is the leſſer Blot Modeſty finds, 
Women to change their Shapes, than Men their Minds, 

Pro. Than Men their Minds? Tis true, oh Heaven, 
were Man 
Put conſtant, he were perfect; that one Error 
Fills him with Faults, makes him run through all th'Sins $ 
Inconſtancy fads off e're it begins. 

What is in S Isia's Face, but / may ſpy 
More freſli in Talia's with a conſtant Eye? 
Vai. Come, come; a Hand from either: 
Let me be bleſt to make this happy Clole ; , 
Twere pitv two ſuck Friends ſhould be long Foes. 
Pro. Bear Witneſs, Heav'n, I have my With for ever. 
Jul. And J mine 
Enter Duke, Thurio and Out-laws 

Out. A Prize, a Prize, a Prize. 

Val. Forbear, forbear, I ſay: [tis my Lord tie Duke. 
Your Grace is We!come to a Man diigrac'd, | 
Eaniſhed Falentine, LY 

Du. Sir Valentine? 

Thu. Yonder is Silvia: And Sil via's mine. 

Val. Thuris, give back; or eiſe embrace thy Death: 

Come not within the meaſure of my Wrath, 
Lo nt name $S:{v/a thine ; if once again, 
Verona ſhall not hold thee. Here ſhe ſtands, 
Jake but Polizlhun of her wich a Touch: 
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J dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
Du. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, J. 

{ hold him but a Fool that will endanger 

His Body for a Girl that loves him not: 

claim her not; and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Du. The more degenerate and baſe art thou, 


Jo make ſuch means for her as thou hait done, 


And leave her on ſuch ſlight Conditions. 
Now, by the Honour of my Anceſtry, 
{ do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 


And think thee worthy of an Empreſs' Love: 


Know then, I here forget all former Griefs, 
Cancel all Grudge, repeal thee home again, 
Plead a new State in thy arrival'd Merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a Gentleman, and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haſt deſerv'd her: 
Val. I thank your Grace; the Gift hath made me hap- 
] now beſecch you, for your Daughters ſake, [py, 
J grant one Boon that 7 ſhall ask of you. 
Du. I grant it for thine own, whate'er it be. 
Val. "Theſe baniſh'd Men that I have kept withal, 
Are Men endu'd with worthy Qualities : 
Forgive them what they have committed here, 
And let them be recall'd from their Exile. 
"They are reform'd, civil, full of good, 
Aud fit for great Imploy ment, worthy Lord. 
Du, Thou haſt prevaild, 7 pardon them and thee 3 
Diſpoſe of them as thou know'ſt their Deſerts. 
Come, let us go; we will include all Jars 
With Triumphs, Mirth, and all Solemnity. 
Val. And as we walk along, 7 dare be bold 
With our Diſcourſe to make your Grace to ſmile, 
What think you of this Page, my Lord? 

Da. I think the Boy hath Grace in him, he bluſhes; 
Fal. Iwarrant you, my Lord, more Grace than Boy. 
Du. What mean you by that Say ing! 

Val. Pleaſe you, III tell you as we paſs along, 

That you will wonder What hath fortuned. 

Come Protheus, tis your Penance but to hear 

The Story of your Loves diſcovered : 

'That done, our Day of Marriage ſhall be yours, 
One Feaſt, one Houſe, one mutual Happineſs. [Ex. om. 
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